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H A M L E T,

Prince of Denmark.

A C T I. SCENE L

SCENE, An open Place before the Palace.

Enter Bernardo and Francifco, two Cefittytds,

B E R N A R D O.

HQ's there?

Fra92. Nny, anfwer me: Stand an^-
unfold your felf.

^er. Long live the King*

Tran, Bernardd ^

Ber. He,

Fran, You come mofl: carefull)' upon your hour.

Ber. 'Tis now ftruck Twelve, get thee to bed, Vrancifce^

Bran. Por this relief, much thanks ; 'tis bitter cold,

And I am fick at heaa.

Ber. Have you had quiet Guard ?

Bran* Not a Moufe ftirrini^,

JSjr. W-ell, sood nk^ht. If vou do mttt Korntlo aftd

Uarulliis^ the Rivals of n-iv Watch, bid them make hafte.



6 Hamlet^ Prime of Denmark.
Enter Horatio afid Marcellus.

Fran. I think 1 hear them. Stand ho, who's there ?

Hor. Priends to this Gi'ound.

jMar. And Liege-men ta the Dane,
Iran. Good night.

^^ar. Farewel, honeft Soldier ; who hath reh'ev'd you?
Iran. Bernardo has my place : good night,

[^Exh Francifco;

'J^^ar. Holla, Bernardo,

JBer. Say, what is Horatio there ?

Hor. A piece of him.

Ber. Welcome, Horatio^ welcome, good Marcellus.

Mar. What, has this thing appeared again to-night ?

Ber. I have feen nothing.

Mar. Horatio fays, 'tis but a Phantafy,

And will not let beHef take hold of him.

Touching the dreadful fight, twice feen of usj^

Therefore 1 have intreated him along

With us, to watch the Minutes of this Night,

That if again this Apparition come,

He may approve our Eyes, and fpeak to it.

Hor. 'Twill not appear.

Ber, * Sit down a while.

And' let us once again aflail your Ears^

That are fo fortified againft ourftory.

What we have two Nights feen.

Hor. Well, ^ fit we down.

And* let us hear Bernardo fpeak of this.

Ber. Laft night of all.

When yon fame Star, that's Weftward from the Pole,

Had made his Courfe t' enlighten that part of Heav'n

Where now it burns^ Marcellus and my fclf.

The JBell then beating one

Enter Ghojl.

Mar. Peace, break thee off
\

Look where it comes a>gain.

Ber. In the fame Figure, fike the King that's dead.

Mar, ' Thou art a Scholar,' fpeak to it, Horatio.

Ber. * Looks it not like the King? Mark it, Horatio

Hor. Moft like ; it ftartles me with Fear and Wonder.
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Ber. It would be fpoke to.

Mar. Speak to it, Horatio.

Hor. What art thou that ufurp'ft this time of night,

Together with that fair and warlike Form,.

1» which the Majefty of buried Denmark
Did fometimes march ? 1 charg.e thee, fpeak.

Mar, It is offended.

Ber. See ! it ftalks away.

Bor. Stay; fpeak, fpeak: I charge thee fpeak. [Ex^GhoJI^
Mar. 'Tis gone, and will not anfwer.

Ber, How rrow, Horatio you tremble arul look pale-

Is not this fomething more than Phantafy ?

What think you of it?

Hor, I could not this believe.

Without the fenfible and true avouch

Of mine own Eyes.

Mar, Is ft nor like the King ?

Hor, As thou art to thy felFj

Such was the very Armour he liad on;

When he th'" ambitious Norway combated :

* So frown'd he once, when in an angry parle

* He fmote the ffeded Pole-Ax on the Ice;

* 'Tis fti-ange—

—

Mar, Thus twice before, and juft at the /ame hour.

With martial ftalk hath he gone by our Watch.

Hor. In what particular thought to work, I know not •

But in the fcope of mine Opinron,

This bodes fome ftrange Eruption to our State,

Mar, Pray tell me, he that knows
Why this fame ftrift and moft obfervant Wafch
So nightly toils the Subject of the Land:
* And why fuch daily ccft of brazen Cannon,
* And foreign Mart for Implements of War:
* Why fuchlmprefs of Shipwrights, whofe fore Task
* Does not dfyrde the Sunday from the Week ;

' ' What might be toward, that this fweaty hafle

Doth make the Night joint Labourer with the Dav ;

* Who is't that can inform me ? '

'

Hor, That can I

;

« At leaft the Whifper goe$ fo. Our h& Kirrg,

Whof



8 Hamlet, Prmce of DenmarE
Whofe Image ev'n but now appeared to us^ ,

Was, as you know, by lortinbras of Norway^
^ Thereto prickt on by a moft emulate Pride,

Dar'd- to the Combat ^ in which oi^; valiant Hamlet
* (For fo this Side of our known World efteem'd him)
Did flay this Vortinbras ; who by a feaPd Compad^
Well ratified by Law and Heraldry,

Did forfeit (with his Life) all thefe his Lands,
,
< Which he flood feiz'd on, to the Conqueror; -

< Agairift the which a Moiety competent
^ Was gaged by our King, w^hich had retui'n*d

^ To the Inheritance of lortinbras^

^ Had he been Vanquidier : As by the fame Compaft,
* And Carriage of the Articles defign,

* His fell to Hamlet,^ Now, 5ir, young lortinbras^
* Of unimproved Metal^ hot ^nd full,

.

Hath in the Skirts of Norway^ here afid there^

Sharked up a Lift of lawlefs Refolutes,

^ For Food and Diet, to fome Ent^rprize

* That hath a Stomach in't which is no other,

* As it doth well appear unto our State,

* But' to recover ^ of us by ftrong Hand'
* And Terms compulfative,' thofe forefaid Lands

So by his Father loft. And this, 1 take it,

Is the main Motive of our Preparations,

< The Source of this our Watch, and the chief Head
< Of this Poft-hafte, and Romage in the Land.

Ber. I think'it is no other, but even fo ;

Well may it fort that this portentous Figure

Comes armed thro our Watch fo like the King

That was, and is the Queftion of thefe Wars.
< Hor. A Mote it is to trouble the Mind's Eye.

< In the moft high and flourifhing State of Rof?3ey

< A little e'er the mightieft Julius fell,

< The Grave flood tenantlefs, and the (heeted Dead
* Did fqueak and gibber in the Roman Streets,

< Stars fhone with Trains of Fire, Dews of Blood fell,

< Difofters veil'd the Sun, and the moift Star,

* Upon whofe Influence Neptune^s Empire flands,

* Was fick ahnoft to Doomfcay with Eclipfe
j
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* And even the like Precurfe of fierce Events, ^

* As Harbingers preceding ftill the Fates,

* And Prologue to the Omen coming on,
* Have Heav'n and Earth together dem.onftratcd
^ Unto our Glrmatures and Countrymen.

Enter Ghoft.

But (oft, behold ! To where it comes again !

I'll crofs'ir, tho it blaft me. Stay, lllufion !

[jSprending his Arms*
If thou haft any Sound, or ufe of Voice,

Speak to me. —If there be any good thing to be done.

That may to thee do eafe, and grace to me
j
fpeak to me.

If thou art privy to thy Country's Fate,

Which happily foreknowing may avoid, Oh fpeakI—

•

Or if thou haft uphoarded in thy Life

Extorted Treafure in the Womb of Earth,

Por which, they fay, your Spirits oft walk in Death,

[Cock croussl

Speak of it. Stay and fpeak Stop it, MarceUus*'-^^

Mar. Shall I ftrike it with my Partizan ?

Hor. Do, if it will not ftand.

Ber. *Tis hcYc Hor^ 'Tis hsrc

Mar. 'Tis gone. \^Exit Ghofi^

We do it wrong, being fo majefticaf.

To offer it the fhew of Violence ;

It is ever, as the Air, invulnerable.

And our vain Blows malicious Mockery.

Ber. It was about to fpeak when the Cock creWt

Hor. And then it ftnrted like a guilty thing

Upon a fearful Summons. I have heard

The Cock, that is the Trumpet to the Morn,

Doth with his lofty and flirill-founding Throat

Awake the God of Day ; and at his VJ^^ai ning^

Whether in Sea or Fire, in Earth or Air,

Th' extravagant and cning Spirit hies

To his Confine. * And of the Tmth herein,

* This prefent Object made probation.

Mar. It faded at the Crowing of the Cock.
* Some fay, that ever 'gainft that Seafon comes,
* Whei-ein our Saviour's Birth is celebrated,

« This.
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'

^ This Bird of Dawning fingeth all night long:
^ And then, they fay, no Spirit dares ftir abroad,
* The Nights are w^holefome, then no Planets ftrike,
^ No Fairy takes, no Witch hath power to charm y
^ So ballow'd, and fo gracious is that Time.

Hor. * So have I heard, and do in part believe it.

But look, the Morn in ruflet Mantle clad,

Walks o'er the Dew of yon high Eaftern Hill
j

Bi-eak we our Watch up, and by my Advice
Let us impart what we haye.Ceen to-night

Unto young Hamlet^: Perhaps . \ \

'This Spirit, dumb to us,' will fpeak tohlm.
Do you confent we fhall acquaint him with it,

* As needful in our I-oves, fitting our Duty ?

Mar. Let*s do't, I pray, and 1 this Morning know
Where we ftiafJl find him moft conveniently. ^Exeunt

.SiC E N II. the Palace.

Enter Kingly ^&en^ Hamlet, PQlonius, Laertes. * Tolti
mand^ Cornelius,' QentUrifien &nd Guards.

Kin^. Thp yet oi Hamlet our dear Brother's Death
The Memory be green, and that it us befitted

To bear' our Hearts in Grief, and our whole Kjpgdoiu
To be contraded fn one brow of Woe

;

Yet fo far hath Difcretion fought with Nature,
That we with wifellforrow think on him.

Together wtth remembrance of our felves.

Therefore our fometimes Sifter, now our Queen,
Th' Imperial Jointrefs to this yvarlike State,

Have we as 'twei-e with a defeated Joy,
* With one aufpicious, and one dropping Eye,
* With Mirth in Funeral, and with Dirge in Marriage,
* In equal ScaJe weighing Delight and Dole,

Taken to Wife. Nor have we herein barr'd

Your better Wifdoms, which have freely gone
With this Affair along ;

^ for all our thanks.

* Now follows, that you know young FortinhaSy
* Holding a weak Suppofal of our Worth ^

^ Or tbiioking^ by our late dear Brother's Death,
<0i
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* Our Statt to be disjornt, and out of frame
* Colleagued with this Dream of his Advantage
* He hath not fail'd to pefter us with Melfaae"

*

Importing the Surrender of thofeLands"
Loft by his Father, with all Bonds of Law,
To our moft valiant Brother : So much for hfm.

• Now for QUI- fclf, aad for this time of Meeting-

^
Thus miicbthe Bufinefs is ; We have htre writ

*

To. Norway, Uncle of young Fortinbras,
Who impotent and bed-rid, fcarcely hears
Of this his Nephew's Purpofe,- to fupprefs
His fuahcr Gate herein, in that the Levic?,
The Lifts, and full Proportions are all mad«
Out of his Subjefts;* and we now difpatch

\
^°\^°°'^^'>''«'ii>*!> and you Vcltimand,

Ambailadoi's to Horway^
* Giving,to you no further perfonal Power

< 2 ^'"'y, with the King, more than the Scope
• Of thefe dilated Articles allow.

^* Parcwel, and let your Hafte commend your Duty

'Ji;r V^ J'V"'^'" ^'"^^^ ft^^wour Duty..
King. Wt doubt It nothing ; heartily farewel.

- . ,
lExemt Voltimand and Cornelius.

« -And now, Laertes, what's the News with you >
You told us of fome Suir ; what is't, Laertes i'

• You cannot fpeak of Reafon to the Dane,
'

. ~L ¥^y°"'^°'"• W'hatwould'ftthou beg, Laerfes

\
be my OfFer, not thy askin^f

'

c
"^"^^ '° '"^^ Heart,°

« ^^"'^ ""^''^ inftrumental to the Mouth,
Than IS the Throne of Denmark to thy Father.
What would'ft thou have, Laertes >

Laer. My dear Lord,
Your Leave and Favour to return to Trance •

From whence tho willingly, I came to Denmark,To (hew my Duty in your Coronation

:

Yet now I muft confefs, that Duty done.My Thought* and Willies bend again towards Trance ;And bow theni to your gracious Leave and Favoui*
^'<>" YO"'^ Father's Leave ? what fays

Pol'
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Pol. He hath, my Lord, by labourfome Petition,

Wrung from me my flow Leave ; and at laft

Upon his Will 1 feal'd my hard Confeat

:

* I do befeech you give him leave to go.
King. Take thy fair Hour, Laertes^ time be thine,

* And thy ^beft Graces fpend it at thy will

:

JBut now, my Coufin Hamlet^ and my Son—
Ham. A little more thaakiii,. and lefs than kind.

King. How is it, that the Clouds ftill hang on you?
Ham. Not fo, my Lord, I am too much i'th' Sun.
§lueen. Good Hamlet^ caft thy nightly Coloiu: off^

And let thine Eye look like a Friend,on Denmark*
Do not for ever, with thy veiled Lids,

Seek for thy noble Father in the Duft
;

Thou know'ft 'tis common, all that live muft die,

Pafling thro Nature to Eternity.

Ham. Ay, Madam, it is common.
^een.H it be.

Why feems it fo particular A\'ith thee ?

Ham* Seems, Madam ! Nay, it is ; 1 know not Seems:;

^Ti5 not alone this mourning Suit, good Mother,
* Nor cuftomary Suits of folemn Black,

* Nor windy Sufpiration of forc'd Breath,

* No, nor the fruitful River in the Eye,
* Nor the dejefted Haviour of the Vifage,

Together with all Forms, Modes, Shapes of Grief,

That can denote me truly. Thefe indeed Seem,
^ For they are Adions that a Man might play

j

But I have that within which paffeth Skew,

Thefe but the Trappings, and the Suits of Woe.
King. *Tis fweet and commendable in your Nature,

To give thefe mourning Duties to your Father : [Hamle^^

But you muft know, your Father loft ^ Father,

That Father loft, loft his, and the Surviver bound
In filial Obligation for fome term

To do obfequious Sorrow. But to perfevere

In obftinate Condolement, does exprefs

An impious Stubbornnefs ^ *tis unmanly Griefi

< It ftiews a Will moft incorreft to Heav'n ^

I
A Heart unfortify^d, a Mind impatient,

* An
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* An Underftanding fimple and unfchooPd :

' For what we know mufl: be, and is as common
^ As any the moft vulgar thiiig to Scnfe.

' Why (liould we, in our peevifh Oppofition,
* Take it to heart ? Fie ! 'tis a fault to Heav'n,
* A fault againft the Dead, a fault to Nature,

f'-r^'o Reafon moft abfurd, whofe common Theme
* Ts Death of Fathers, and who ftill hath cry'd
* From the firft Corfe, till he that died to-day,
^ This muft be fo.' We pray you throw to Eai'th

This unprevailing Woe, and think of us

As of a Father ; and let the World take note.

You are the moft immediate to our Throne ;

* And with no lefs Nobility of Love,
^ Than that which deareft Father bears his Son,
* Do 1 impart towai'ds you; For your intent,

* In going back to fchool to Witimbergy
* It is moft retrogade to our Defire.

' * And we befeech you^ bend you to remain
* Here in the Cheer and Comfort of our Eye,

Our chiefeft Courtier, Coufin, and our Son.

<^een. Let not thy Mother lofe her Prayers, Hamk^l
I pray thee ftay with us, go not to Wittenberg.

Ham. 1 ftiall in all my beft obey you, Madam.
King. Why, 'tis a loving and a fair Reply,

Be as our felf in Denmark. Madam, come.
This gentle and unforc'd Accord of Hamlet
Sits fmiling to my Heart ; in grace whereof,

.Ko jocund Health that Denmark drinks to-day,

But the great Camion to the Clouds fliall tell,

* And the King's Roufe, the Hcav'n fhall bruit again,

' • Re-fpeaking earthly Thunder. Come away, [Jixeuntl

Manet Hamlet.

Ham. O that this too too foiid Flefli would melt.

Thaw, and refolve it felf into a Dew
;

Or that theEverlafting had not fix'd

His Cannon 'gainft Self-Murder

!

How weai-y, ftale, flat, and unprofitable

Seem to me all the Ufes of this World.

Fie on'i ! O fie ! 'tis an unweeded Garden,

B That
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That grows to Seed ; things rank and grofs in Natui*e

Poirefs it merely. That it fliould come to this^

But two Months dead
;
nay not fo much^ not two

So excellent a King, ^ that was to this,

Hyperion to a Satyr So loving to my Mothei;,

That he permitted not the Winds of Heav'n
Vifit her Face too roughly. ' Heaven and Earth !

Muft I remember?' ^why fhe would hang on him.

As if Increafe of Appetite had grown
By what it fed on ^ and yet within a Month ?

Let me not think on't* Frailty, thy Name is Woman:
A little Month !. ^ or e'er thofe Shoes w^ere old,

^ With which frie foUow'd my poor Father's Body,
« Like Nhbe^ all Tears ^Why (he, even fhe-

O H^av'tt! A Beaft that wants Difcourfe of Reafon,
* Would have mourn'd longer'-manied with mine Uncle,

My Father's Brother ; but no more like my Father,

Th;in I to Hercules. * Within a Month !

' E'er yet the Salt of moft unrighteous Tears
* Had left the Flufhing in her galled Eyes,

* She married. O moft wicked Speed, to poft

^ With fuch dexterity to inceftuous Sheets ;

* It is not, nor it cannot come to good,

* But break my Heart, for 1 muft hold my tongue.

E'/7t£r Horatio, Bernardo, and Marcellus.

Hor. Hail to your Lordfliip.

H^m, I am glad to fee you well,

JtJoratioy or I -forget my felf.

Hor. The fanvs, my Lord, and your pooi* Servant evei.

Ham. Sir, my good Friend, Til change- that Nam«
with you :

'And what makes you from Wiitenherg^ Horatio f

MarcelUis I ^

Mar. My good Lord ! ~.
Ham. I am veiy glad to fee you

^
good even Sir.

gut wiiat, in faith, makes you from IVittenherg ^

Her. A truant Difpofition, good my Lord.

Ham. I would not have your Enemy fay (b
j

>Tor fliall you do mine ear that violence,

To be a wi.nefs of your own Report
Againft
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Againft your felf, 1 know you are no Truant
;

But what is your AfFair in Eljinoor ^

We'll teach you to diink deep e'er you depart.

Hor, My Lord, 1 came to fee your Father's FuneraU
Ham. I prithee do not mock me, Fellow-Student^

I think it was to fee my Mother's Wedding,

Hor, Indeed, my Lord, it follow'd hard upon.

Ham. Thrifty thrift, Horatio the funei*al bak'd Mea^s
Did coldly furnifh forth the Marriage-Tables

:

Would 1 had met my dearefl: Foe in Heav'n,

E'er 1 had feen' that Day, Horatio.

My Father— methinks I fee my Father.

'Hor. Wher€, my Lord ?

Ham. In my Mind's Eye, Horatio.

Hor. I faw him on<e ; he was a goodly Kingo
Horn, He was a Man, take him for all in nil,

1 fliall not look upon his like again.

Hor. My Lord, I think I faw him yefternight.

Ha7n. Saw i Who ?

Hor. My Lord, the King your Father.

Ham. The King my Father

!

Hor. Defer your Admiration for n while

\)?^ith an attentive Ear, till I may deliver,

Ijpon the witnefs of thefe Gentlemen,

This Wonder to yeu.

Ham. Pray let me hear.

Hor. Two Nights together had thefe Gentlemen,

Marcelliis and Bernardo^ on their Watch,
In the dead Wafte, and middle of the Night,

Been thus enccuntred : A Figure like your Father,

And arm'd exa(fHy Cap-a-pCy

- Appears before them, and with folcmn Match

Goes flow and ftately by them : thrice he v/alk'd,

^ By their opprefs'd and fear-furprized Eyes,

Within my Rapier's length ; Vvhilft they, be-ftill'd

Almoft to jelly with their Fear,

Stand dumb, and fpeak not to him. This to me
In dreadful Secrecy impart they did.

And I with them the third Night kept the Watch ;

Where, as they had delivered both in time,

B 2 Fornr
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Porm of the thing, each word made true andgooa
The Apparition comes. < I knew your Father ;

^ Thefe Hands are not more like.

Ham. But where was this ?

Mar. My Lord, upon the Platform where we watch'd.
Ba??}* Did you not fpeak to it ?

Hor. My Lord, I did.

But anfwer made it none
;
yet once methought

It lifted up its Head, and did addrefs

It felf to Motion, like as it would fpeak :

But even then the Morning Cock crew loud
;

And at the Sound it fhrunk in hafte away.
And vanifh'd from our Sight.

Ham, 'Tis very ftrange.

Hor, As I do live, my honoured Lord, *tis true

}

And we did think it then our Duty
To let you know it.

Ham. Indeed, Sirs, but this troubles mca
Hold you the >J^atch to-night ?

Both. We do, my Lord.

Hatn. Arm'd, fay you?
Both. Arm'd, my Lord,

Ham. From top to toe ?

Xoih. From head to foot.

Ham. Then faw you not his Face ?

Hor, O yes, my Lord, he vvore his Beaver up»

Ham. VThat, looked he frowningly ?*

Hor. A Countenance more in Sorrow than in Anger,

Ham. Pale or red ?

Hor. Nay, very pale.

Ham. And fix*d his Eyes upon you ?

Hor, Moft conftantly.

Ham. I would 1 had been there.

Hor. It would have much amaz'd you.

Ham. Very like ; ftaid it long

Hor. While one with moderate hafte might tell a hun

dred.

AU, Longer, longer.

Hor. Not when I faw't.

HAmf, His Beai'd was grifled?
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Her. It was, as I have /een it in his Life,

A Sable-filverU

Ham. ril watch to-night, perchance 'twill walk again* -

Hor. I warrant, my Lord, it will.

Ham. If it affume my noble Father's Perfon^

I'll fpeak ro it, tho Hell ft felf fhould gape.

And bid me hold my peace. I pray you all,

li you have hitherto conceal'd this Sight,

Let it require your fllence ftill

:

And whatfoever elfe fhall hap to-nighf.

Give it an Underftanding, but no Tongue ;

I will requite your Loves. So fare ye well;! '
' \

Upon the Platform, 'twixt eleven and tweke/ *

I'll vifit you.

AlL Our Duty to your Honour." [Exeunfo

Ham. Your Loves, as mine to you : Farewel

:

My Father's Spirit in Arms \ AU is not well
;

1 doubt feme foul play : would the Night were come }

Till then fit ftill, my Soul : foul Deeds will rife,

Tho all the Earth o'erwhelm them from Mens Eyes. [Ex'^ •

Enter Laertes and Ophelia.

Laer. My NecefTaries are imbark'd, farewel 5

And Sifter, as the Winds pemit, *

Ar-d Convoy is affiftant ; do not fleep.

But let me hear from you.^

Op/?. Do you doubt that ?

Laer. For Hamlet ^ and the trifling of his Favour^

Hold it a fafhron and a toy in Blood,

A Violet fh the Youth and Prime of Nature,

Forward, not permanent, tho fweet, not lafting.

The pertiime of a minute. .

Oph. No more but fo ?

Laer. Think ir no more ;

* For Nature crefcent does not grow alone,

< In Thews and Bulk ; but as th'is Temple waxes?,

^ The inward Service of the Mind and Soul

« Grows wide withal. Perfiaps he loves you now,
* And now no Soil nor Cautel doth befirjerch

< The Virtue of jii^ Will : But you muft fear

* His Gi-catnefs w^h'd, his Will is not his fiiwn ;

B ^
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'

* For he himfclf is fubjed to his Birth

;

He may not, as inferioui* Perfons do,

CaiTe for himfelf ; for on his Choice depends
The Safety and Health of this whole State,

* And therefore muft his Choice be circumfcrib'd
* Unto the voice and yielding of that Body,
* Whereof he is the Head. Then if he fays he loves you,
* It fits your Wif3om fo far to believe it,

* As he in his peculiar Ad and Place
' May give his Saying deed : which is no further,

* Than the main Voice of Denwark goes withal.

Then weigh what Lofs your Honour may fuftain,

If with your credulous Ear you hear his PafTion,

' Qr lofe your Hearty ov-ypuPcliafteTveafure open
* To his unmafter'd Importunity.

Fear it, Ophelia^ fear it, my dear Sifter,

* And keep within the Rear of your Affeftion,

^ Out of the fhot and danger of Dcfire^

The charieft M.\id is prodigal enough.

If (he unmask her Beauty to the Moon

:

* Virtue it felf fcapes not calumnious Strokes^*

* The Canker galls the Infant of the Spring,

* Too oft before their Buttons be difclos'd

* And in the Morn and liquid Dew of Youth^
* Contagious Blaftments are moft imminent.
* Be wary then, beft fafety lies in fear;

* Youth to it felf rebels, tho none elfe near*

Ofh. I fhall th' effed of this good Lefibn keep

About my,Heart : But good Brother,

Do not, as feme ungracious Paftors do,

Shew m,e the fteep and thorny way to Heaven \

Whiift like a Libertine,

Himfelf, the Primrofe-path of Dalliance treads,

* And reaks not his oy^r\ Reed.

Laer, Oh, fear me not.

I ftay too long \ but here my Father comes

:

Enter Polonius.

* A double Elefllng is a double Grace
;

* Occafion fmiles upon a fecond Leave* .
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Pol, Yet here, Laertes ! aboard, aboard for fliamep

* The Wind fits m the fhouldei* of your Sail,

^ And you are ftaid for there. My BlefUng with you,
^ And thefe few Precepts in rhy Memory,
^ See thou charad^er : Give thy Thoughts no Tongucp ^

' Nor any unprdportion'd Thought his A£l

;

' Be thou familiar, but by no means vuigar j

* The friends thou haft, and their Adoption try 'J,

* Grapple them to thy Soul with Hoops of Steel

;

^ But do not dull thy Palm, with Entertainment
' Of each new-hatch'd^ unfledg'd Comrade. Beware
* Of entrance to a Quarrel ; but being in,

' Bear't that th' oppofer may beware of thee.

* Give every Man thine Ear, but lew thy Voice
;

' Take each Man's Cenfure, but referve thy Judgment.
* Coftly thy Habit as thy Purf? can buy,
' But not exprefs'd in Fai^cy

; rich, not gaudy :

^ For the Apparel oft proclaims the Man,
* And they in Irance^ of the beft Rank and Station^

^ Are moft felecl and generous, chief in that.

^ Neither a Borrower nor a Lender be
^

* For Loan oft lofes both it felf and Friend ;

* And borrowing dulls the Edge of Husbandi-y.

* This above all, to thine own felf - be true \
>

* And it muft follow-, as the Night the Day,
^ Thou canft not then be falfe to any Man.

Farewel, my Blefling feafon this in thee,

Lacr. Moft humbly I do take my leave, my Lord,

Pol. The time invites you, go, your Servants tend*

Laer, Farewel, Ophelia^ and remember well

What I have faid to you.

Oph» 'Tis in my Memory jockt.

And you your felf Ihall keep the Key of it.

£^cr. Farewel. C^*^^^
Laer*

Pol. What is't, Ophelia, he ha<; faid to you ?

Oph.So p!eafeyou,fomething touching the Lord Htf;;;/^/*

Pol, Marry, well bethought

;

'Tis told roe he liath very oft of late

Given private time to you ; and you your felf

Have of youi* Audience been motl free aad bounteOiiJ.

I;
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IF it be fo, as fo it feems to be,

And that in way of Caution, I muft tell yoiij .

You do not underfland your felf fo clearly,

As it behoves my Daughter, and your Honour.
What is between you ? give me up the Truth.

Oph. UQ hath, my Lord, of late made many Tenders-
Of his Affedion to me.

PoL Affection ! puh \ you fpenk like a green Girl,

Uhfifted in fuch perilous Circomfhnce.

Do you believe his Tenders, as he calls them ?

Oph. I do not know, my Lord, what I fhould thmk.-

Pdl Marry, I'll teach you ; think your felf a Baby,,

That you have ta'en thefe Tenders for true Pay^

Which are not Sterling. Tender your felf more dearly j
* Or nor to crack the Wmd of this poor Phrafe,

* Roaming it thus/ you'll tender me a Fool.

Oph. My Lo^ d, he hath importun'd me with Love,

In honourable fafliion.

PoL Ay, fafhion you may call it : go to, go to.

Oph, And hath given countenance to his Speech, my
With almoft all the holy Vows of Heaven. (l^oxdy

PoL Ay, Sprin^:es to cnrch Woodcocks. I do know
When the Blood bm-ns, how prodigal the Soul

Lends the Tongue Vows ; ' Thefe Blazes, Daughter,
* Giving more Light than Heat, extmcl in both,

' Even in their Prom rfe, as it is" a ii:aking,-

< You muft not rake for Fire. Frcai this time, Daughter^.

* Be fomewhat fcmter of ycur Maicen Prefence,

« Set youi' Entreatments at a higher rc.te,

* Thhn a Command to parley: For Lord Hamlety
< Believe fo much in him, that he is young,
^ And wiih a larger tether may he walk,

^ Than may be giver- yx)u. In few, Ophelia^

* Do not believe his Vows ; for they are Brokers,

«' Not of that Dye, which their Inveftmems fhew,

< But mere Implorators of unholy Suits,

^ 'Breathing Hke fan<5lify^d and pious Bonds,
* The better to beguiled This is for all

:

I would not^ in plain tei'ms, from this time fortb^

Have you fcr flander any moment's leiflire^.
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As to give words, or talk with the Lord Hamlet

:

Look to't, 1 charge you ; come your way,

Oph. 1 fhall obey, my Lord, [Exet4nt^

SCENE III. The Platfcnn before the Palace.

Enter Hamlet, Horatio, and Marcellus.

Ham. The Air bites fhrevvdly ^ it is vei-y cold,

Hor. It is a nipping and an eager Air.

Ham. What hour now ?

Hor. 1 think it lacks of twelve.

Mar. No, it has ftruck.

Hor. I heard it not : Then it draws near the Seafon,

Wherein the Spirit held his wont to walk,

[^Noife of zvarltke Mujick within.

What does this mean, my Lord ?

Ham» The King doth wake to-night, and takes his

* Keeps waflel, and the fwnggering Upfpring reels
}
[rowfe^

And as he takes his Draughts of Rhenifh down.
The Kettlc-Drum and Trumpet thus proclaim

The Triumph of his Pledge.

Hor. Is it a Cuftom ?

Ham.^ Ah marry is't

:

But to my mind, tho I am native here.

And to the manner born, it is a Cu(k>m
More honour'd in the Bt each than the ObfeiTancc.

This heavy-headed Revel, Eaft and Weft,

Makes us traduc'd and tax'd of other Nations

:

They clepe us Drunkards, and with fwinifh Phrafe

Soil our Addition : and indeed it takes

From our Atchievements, tho performed at heightj

The Pith and Marrow of our Attribute.

So oft it changes in particular Men,
That for fame vicious Mole of Nature in them,

As in their Birth, wherein they are not guilty,

(Since Nature cannot chufe his Origin)

By their o'er-growth of fome Completion,
Oft breaking down the Pales and Forts of Reafon

:

Or by fome Habit that too much o'er-levens

The Form of plaufive Manners, that thefe Men,
Carryingr
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* Carrying, 1 fay, the Stamp of one Defed,
* Being Nature's Liveiy, or Fortune's Star,

^ Kis Vertues elfe be they as pure as Grace,
* As infinite as Man may undergo,
^ Shall in the genera} C-enfure take Cormption
' From that particuLir Fault : The Dram of Eafe
^ Doth all the noble Subftance of a Deubt -

* To his own Scandal.

Enter Ghojl.

Hor, Look, my Lord, v. here it comes.

Ham. Angels and Minifters of Grace defend us I
Be thou a Spirit of Health, or Goblin damn'd

;

Bi'fng with thee Airs from Heav'n, or Blafts from Hell

;

Be thy Intents wicked or charitable,

Thoo-com'fl: in ftjch a queftionable Shape,

That I will fpeak to thee : V\\ call thee Hamlet^

Kii>g, Father, Royal Dar?e ; Oh ! anfwer me.
Let me not burft in Ignorance ; but tell

Why thy canoniz'd Bones hearfed in Death,

Have burft^heir Cearments ? why the Sepulchre,

Wherein we faw thee quietly inter'd.

Hath ope'd his ponderous and marble Jaws,

To caft thee up again ? What may this mean,

That thou dead Gorfe ^ain in -compleat Steel,

Revifit'ft thus the Glimpfes of the Moon,
Making Night hideous ? And we Fools of Nature,

So horridly to (hake our Difpofidon

With Thoughts beyond the Reaches of our Souls :

Sav, Why is this ? wherefore ? what ftiould we do ?

[^Ghofi beckons Han.Ift,

H^r, It beckons you to go away with it,

As if irfome Impartment did defire

To you alone.

Mar. Look with what courteous Adion

It waves-you to a remote Ground •

But do not go with it.

Hor. No, by no means. [^Molding Hamlet,

Ham. It will not fpeak ; then will 1 follow it.

Hor» Do nor, my Lord-
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Ham. Why, what fhould be the fear ?

I value not my Life

;

And for niy ,Soul, what can it do to that ?

Being a thing immortal as it felf.

It waves me forth again, I'll follow iu

Hon What if it tempt you toward the Flood^ my Lord^
Or to the dreadful Border of the ClifF,

* That bettels.o'er his Bafe into the Sea,

And there alTuifie fome other horrible Form,
* Which might .deprive your Sovereignty of Reafbn,
And draw you ixKo Madnefs ? * Think of it,

* The very Place puts Toys of Defperation,

^ Without more Motive, into every Brain,

^ That looks fo many Fathoms to the Sea^

* And hears it roar beneath.

Ham. It waves me ftill,

Go on, 1*11 follow thee.

Mar, You fhall not go, my Lord.

Ham. Hold off your hands.

Hor, Be i-ul'd, you fhall jiot go.

Ham. My Fate cries out.

And makes each petty Artery in this Body
As liardy as the Ncmean Lion's Nerve

;

Still am I call'd ; unhand me, Gentlemen.
By Heav'n J*ll make a Ghoft of him that letts me:
1 fay away : Go on, I'll follow thee.

[^Exit Ghofi.md Hamlet.

Hor. He grows defperate with Imagination.

Mar. Let's follow \ 'tis not fit thus to obey him.

Hor, To what ifTue will this come ?

Alar. Something is rotten in the State of Denmark*
Hor. Heaven will difcover it.

M^* Nay let's follow him. \Jlxeunt»

Enter Ghoft and Hamlet.

Ham. Whither wilt thou lead me ? Speak, Til go no

Ghoft. Mai k me. [^furtheu

Ham. I will.

Ghoft. My hou; is almoft come.
When I to fulph*rous and tormenting Flames

Mull render up my felf.
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Ham. Alas, poor Ghofl:.

Ghofi. Pity me not, but lend thy ferious hearing

To what 1 fhall unfold.

Jiam. Speak ; I am bound to hear.

Ghofi. So art thou to revenge wTiat thou fhalt hear*

Bam. What ?

Ghofi. 1 am thy father's Spirit,

DoomM for a certain Temi to walk the Night,

And for the Day confined to faft in Fires,

Till the foul Crimes done in my Days of Nature

Are burnt and purg'd away : But that I am forbid

To tell the Secrets of my Prifon-houfe,

1 could a Tale unfold, whofe lightefl Word

Would harrow up thy Soul, freeze thy young Bloody

Make thy two Eyes like Stars flart from their SphereSj

Thy knotted and combine.! Locks to part.

And each particular Hair to ftand an end

Like Qiiills upon the fearful Porcupine j

But this eternal Blazon muft not be

To Ears of Flel}! and Blood : lift, lift, O lift,

.If thou didft ever thy dear Father love.

Barn. O Heaven !

i

Ghofi. Revenge his foul and moft unnatural Murdeio

Ham. Murder!
^ tin...

Ghofi. Murder moft fbul, as in the beft it is ,

But this moft foul, ftrange, and unnatural. .

mm. Hafte me to know't, that I vyith wmgs as fwitt

As Meditation, or the Thoughts of Love,

May fly to my Revenge.

Ghofl. I find thee apt,
. r xvr a

^ And duller fhouldft thou b^ than the fat Weed

• That roots it felf in eafe on Lethe's Whart

« Wouldft thou not ftir in this.' Now Hamlet hear,

'Tis Piven out. that fleeping in my Garden

A Ser^pent ftung me : fo the whole Ear of Denmark

Is by a forged Procefs of my Death

Rankly abufed. But know, thou noole Youth,

The Serpent that did fting thy Father ^s Heart,

Now wears his Crown.

}{am. O my Prophetick Soul, my Uncle !

^^^^
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Choft. Ay, that inceftaous, that adulterate Beaft,

* With Witchcraft of his Wits, with traitorous Gifts,

O wicked Wits, and Gifts that have the Power
* So to feduce won to his fliameful Luft

The Will of my mod feeming vertuous Queen.
^ O Hamlet^ what a falling off was there

^ From me, whofe Love was of that Dignity,
* That it went hand in hand even with the Vow
* I made to her in Marriage ? and to decline

* Upon a Wretch, whofe natural Gifts were poor
* To thofe of mine : but Vcrtue, as it never will be m0Y'4f
* Tho Lewdnefs court it in a fhape of Heaven

j
* So Vice, tho to a radiant Angel link'd,

* Will fort it felf in a celeftial Bed,
* And prey on Garbage,

But foft, methinks 1 fcent the Morning Air,

Brief let me be : Sleeping within my Garden,
My Cuftom always of the Afternoon,

Upon my fecure Hour thy Uncle ftolc

With Juice of curfed Hebona in a Vial,

And in the Porches of my Ears did pour

The leprous Diftilment, whofe Effeds

Hold fuch an Enmity with Blood of Man,
That tmk as Quickfilver it courfes through

The natural Gates and Alleys of the Body,

And with a fudden Vigour it does polTefs

* And curd, like eager Droppings into Milk,

The thin and wholefome Blood ; fo did it mine,

And a moft inftant Tetter bark'd about,

Moft Lazai* like, with vile and loathfome Cruft,

All my fmooth Bod\'<.

Thus was I fleeping, by a Brother's Hand,

Of Life, of Crown, of Qiieen at once bereft,.

Cut off even in the Bloffoms of my Sin,

* Unnuzled, difappointcd, ua-aneald.

No reckoning made, but fent to my account

With all my Imperfections on my Head

;

* O horrible, O horrible, moft horrible !

If thou haft Nature in thee, bear it not^

Let not the Royal Bed of Denmdrk be

I
^ C A
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A Couch, for Luxury and damn'd Inceft.

-But howfoever thou purfu- ft rthis Act,

Tain;: not thy Mind, nor ler thj Soul defio-n

Againft tliy Mother ought, leave her to Hea^'en,

And to thofe Thorns that in her Bofohi lodee, ^

To goad and fting her. Fare thee well a: c-vre.

The Gloworm (hews the Mcrnini^ to be near.

And 'gins to pale his unefFeftual Fire ; ;

^

Tarewel, remember me. *

Ham. ' O all you Hoft of Heaven ! O Earth ! what elfe ?

^ And (hall I couple Hell ? O fie hold, hold my Heart^^
]

'

-

And you my Sinews grow not inftanr old,

But bear me ftrongly up. Remember rhee !

Ay, thou poor Ghoft, while Memory holds a Seat
j

^

In this diftraded Globe remember thee !
^

Yes, from the Table of my Memory, •

V\\ wipe away all trivial fond Records, ^

All Regifters of Books, all Forms and Preflures paft.

That Youth and Obfervation copied there.

And thy Commandment all alone fhall live

AX^'ithin the Book and Volume of my Brain,
*

* Unmix'd with bafer matter
; yes, by Heaven.

O mofl: pernicious Woman !

0 Villain, Villain, fmiling damn'd Villain ! ^

My Tables \ meet it is I lliould fet down,
I

1;

That one may fmile, and fmile, and be a Villain ; j

f

At leaft Vm fure he may be fo in Denmark. [iVrhing, , \

^

So Uncle there ycu are; Now to my Word/ ^

It is farewel, remember me ; . G

1 have fvvorn't.

Bor. within. My Lord, my Lord.

Mar, within. Lord Hamlet,

Hor, within. Heavens fecure him !

Bam, So be it.

Hor, within, Hlo, ho, ho, my Lord.

Ham, Hillo, ho, ho, boy, come boy, come.

Enter Horatio and Marcelliis.

lAar. How is't, my noble Lord ?

Ham, O wonderful

!

Hor. Good my Lord, tell it.

Ham.
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Ham. No, you will reveal it.

Hor. Not I, my Lord.
Mar. Not I, my Lord.

^^-^^ How fay you then, would Heart of Man once
But you J be fecrer. r^,i^^ p

Both. As Death, my Lord.
Ha?n. There's ne'er a Villain

Dwelling in all Denmark^
But he's an arrant Knave.

H.r There needs no Ghoft, my Lord, come from the-To tell us this,
jCrave,

i/^-v?. Why right, you are in the rieht

;

And fo without more Circumlbnce at all,

I hold it fit' that we fhake hands and part\-
You as your Bufinefs and Dcfire niall point you r
For every Man hath Bufinefs and Defire,
Such as it is; and for my own poor parr,
1 will go pray.

Hor. Thefc are but wild and windy V^ord^, my Lord.
Ham. I am forry they offend you, heartily ;

« Yes faith, heartily. ^ ' ^ '

Hor. There's no ofFence, my Lord.
Ham. Yes by Saint Patrick^ but there is, Horatio

;And much offence too : touching this Vifion here.
It is an honeft Ghoft, that let me tell you ;

'

For your defire to know what is between us,

O'er-mafter't as you may :' And now, good Friends,
As you are Friends, Scholars, and Soldiers,
Gr.mt me one poor Requeft.

Hor. What is't my Lord ? we will.

H.im. Never make known what you have fcen to-nighe*
Both. My Lord, we will not*

^

Ham. Nay but fwear^t.

Hot. In faith, my Lord, not L
Mar. Nor 1, my Lord, in faith.

Ham. Upon my Sword.
* Mar. We have fwom, my Lord, already.
' Ham. Indeed upon my Sword, indeed.

[Ghofi cries under the Stage,
Ghojl. Swear..

C 2 . Ham^
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Uafn. Ha, ha, Boy, fay 'ft thou fo ? art thou there, old

True-penny ?

Come on, you hear this Fellow in the Celleridge,

Confent ro fwear.

Hor, Propofe the Oath, my Lord,

Bam, Never to fpeak of this that you have ften,

Swear by my Sv^^ord.

Ghofl below • Swear.

Ba77i. Then we'll fhift our ground
;

Come hither, hither. Gentlemen,

Apid lay your hands again upon niy Sword :

Swear by my Sword,

>^ever to fpeak of this that you have heard.

Ghoji below. Swear. [fo faft ?

Ham. Well faid, old Mole, can'ft thou w^ork i*th' Earth

A worthy Pioneer ! once m^ore remove, good Friends.

Hor. O day and night ! but this is wondrous ftrange

lia7n» And therefore as a Stranger give it w^elcome :

There are more things in Heaven and Earth, Horatioy

Than are dreamt of in your Philofophy. But come.
Here as before, never, fo help you Mercj^,

(How ftrange or odd foe'er 1 bear my felf^

As 1 perchance hereafter Diall think meet.

To put an antick Difpofition on,

That you at fuch times feeing me, never fhall

With Arms encumbred thus, or Head tluis ftiak'd,

Or by pronouncing of fomc doubtful Phrafe,

As well, well, we know, or wt could, and if we would.
Or there be, or if they might.

Or fuch ambiguous giving out, to note)

That you know ought of me, this you muft fwearj

^ So Grace and Mercy at your moft need help you.

Ghofi, Swear.

Ham. Reft, reft, perturbed Spirit. So, Gentlemen,,

With all my Love I do commend me to you y
^

And what fo poor a Man as Hamlet is
|

May do, t' exprefs his Love and Friend ftiip to you,
j

Shall never fail : let us go in together,
\

And ftill your Fingers on your Lips, I pray.

5(
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rhe time is out of joint ; O curfed Spight,

hat ever I was bom to fet it right

!

• Nay come, let's go together. [Exeunt^

ACT II. SCENE 1.

An Apartment in Polonius'j Houfe^

Enter Polonius, with his Man,

PoU I V E him this Mony^ and thcfe two Notes>

\J * Ke'j. I will, my Lord. [Reynaldo^
* PoL You fhall do marvellous wifely, good Reynaldo^

Before you vifit him, to make Enquiry

Of his Behavioui*.

^ Ke'y. My Lord, I did intend ir.

* PoL Marry well faid, very well faid ; look you Sir,

Enquire me firft what Danskers are in Paris^

And how, and who, what means, and where they keep^

What Company, at what Expence : and finding

By this encompaflment and drift of Queftion,

That they do know my Son, come you more near.

Then your particular Demands will touch ir,

Take you as 'twere feme diftant knowledge of him.

As thus, 1 know his Father, and his Friends,

And in pait him : Do you mark this, Reynaldo ?

* Key. Ay very well, my Lord.

' PoL And in part him, but you may fay not well j

But if it be he I mean, he's very wild,

Addi£^ed fo and fo, and there put on him

What Fori^eries you pleafe
;
many none fo rank

As may di (honour him, take heed of that.;

But, Sir, fach wanton, wild, and ufual Sh'ps

As are Companions noted, and mod known
To Youth and Liberty.

* Re'^. As Gaming, my Lord,
' * PoL Ay or drinking, fencing, fwearing,

Quari'ellini^, drabbing
^
you may go fo far,

* Re'j. My Lord, that will difnonour him*

0
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^ PoL Faith no, ns you may feafon it in the Charge.

* You mufl: not put another Scandal on him,
* That he is open to Incontinency,

* That's not my meaning, but breathe his Faults fo quaintly,^
* That they may feem the Taints of Liberty,
' The Flafh and Out-break of a fiery Mind,
* A SavageneG in unreclaimed Blood

!

^ Of general Aflault. 1

* H^y. But, my good Lord
* PoL Wherefore fhould you do this ?

^ Key. Ay, my Lord, I would know that.

* PoL Marry, Sir, here's my Drift,

And I believe it is a Fetch oi Wit.
I

* You laying thefe flight Sullies on my Son,
* As 'twere a thing a little foil'd with working,
* Mark you your Party in converfe, he you would foundj
* Having ever feen in the prenominate Crimes
* The Youth you breathe of guilty, be affiir'd

* He clofes with you in this Confequence •

* Good Sir (or fo^ or Friend, or Gentleman,
* According to the Phrafe, or the Addition:

« Of Man and Country.
^ Rey. Very good, my Lord.
* PqL And then. Sir, does he this? he does what was I

about to fay ?

* By the Mafs I was about to fay fomething,

< Where did I leave ?
"

|

* Rey. At clofes in the Confequence.
'

* PoL At clofes in the Confequence : Ay marry,
* He clofes thus ; 1 know the Gentleman,
*'

1 faw him yeflerday, or th' other day, 1

* Or then, or then, with fuch or fuch, and as you fay,, '

There was he gaming, there c'ertook in's Rowfe,
^ There faliir^g out at Tennis, or perchance

1 faw him enter fuch and fuch a Houfe of Sale^
j

* videlicet^ a Brothel, or fo forth. See you now,
j

* Your Bait of Falfhood takes this Carp of Truth,

* And thu% do we of Wifdom and of lleach,

<^ With WindlelTes, and with Eflays of Bja(s,, 1

* Bv Indirefc find Diredions out

:
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^ So by my former Ledure and Advice

J Shall you my Son : you have- me, have you not ?

^ Key. My Lord, I have.

* Pol. Good by t'ye, fare ye well.

^ Rey^ Good, my Lord.
^ PoL Obferve his Inclination in your felf.

^ Key. I fliall, my Lord.
* PoL And let him ply his Mufick.
« Key. Well, my Lord. [Exit Rey.^

Enter Ophelia;

Pol *FareweI.' How now O/^^i/^?, what's the matter?

Oph. O, my Lord, my Lord ! I have been fo affrighted-

Pol. With what ?

Oph. My Lord, as I was reading in my Clofet,

Prince Hamlet^ ^ with his Doublet/ all unbrac'd,

• No Hat upon his Head, his Stockings loofe,

* Ungartrcd, and down-gyved to his Ancle,

Pale as his Shirt, his Knees knocking each other.

And with a Look fo piteous^,

if he had been fent from Hell

To fpeak of HoiTours, he comes before me.
Pol. Mad for thy Love !

Oph. My Lord,. 1 do not know.
But trulv 1 do fear it.

Pe?/. What faid he?
Oph. He took me by the Wrift, and held me hard^-

Then goes he to the length of all his Arm,
And with his other Hand thus o*'er his Brow
He falls to fuch perufol of my Face,

As he w^ould draw it : long ftaid he lb ;

At laft, a little fliaking of my Arm,
And thrice his Head thus waving up and down>-

He raifed a Sigh fo piteous and profound.

As it did feem to fhatter all his Bulk,

And end his Being. That done, he lets me go,,

And with his Head over his Shoulders turn'd.

He feem'd to find his way without his Eyes

;

Tor out of doors he went without their helps.

And to the laft bended their Li^ht on m-e.

Pol. Come, go with me, I wi'll go feek the Ring »•

Tlu^
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This is the very Extafy of Love,
« Whofe violent Property forgoes it felf,

« And leads the Will to defperate Undertakings,
< As oft as any Paffion under Heaven
< That does afflid our Natures. I am forry

;

^ What !' have you given him any hard words of late ?
Oph. No, my good Lord, but as you did command^

1 did repel his Letters, and denyy
His Accefs to me.

Pol. That hath made him mad :

< I am forry that with better Heed and Judgmelit
< I had not quoted him j 1 iear'd he dir^ but trifle,

C And meant to wrack thee : but befhrew my Jeaioufy^

< It feems it is as proper to our Age
* To caft beyond our felves in our Opinions,
* As it is common for the younger fort

* To lack Difcretion.' Come, go with me to the King ;

This muft be known, which being kept clofe, might move
More gvief to hide, than hate to utter Love.

Come. [Exeunu

SCENE II. "the Palace.

Enter King, ^een^ Rofencraus, and Guildenftern.

X/«^. Welcome good Rofencraus and Guildrnftern y

Befides that We did long to fee you,

The need we have to ufe you, did provoke

Our hafty fending. Something you have heard

of Hamlet^s Transformation, ^ fo 1 call it,

^ Sith nor th* exterior, nor the inward Man
^ Refembles that it was what it fhould be.

More than his Father's Death, * that thus hath put him
* So much from the underftanding of himfelf,

I cannot dream of, 1 entreat you both,

* That being of fo young days brought up with him^
* And fith fo neighbour'd to his Youth and Haviour,

That you vouchfafe your Reft here in our Court

Some little time, fo by your Companies
To draw him on to Pleafures, and to ' gather

^ So much as from* Occafioji you may' glean^

Whether
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Whether ought to us unknown affli£ls him thus,

That lies within our Remedy.
> i r

Queen. Good Gentlemen, he hath much talk d or you ;

AnTfure 1 am, two Men there are net living

To whom, he more adheres : if it will pleafe you

To fliew us fo much Gentlenefs and Good-will,

As to employ your time with us a while,

lor the Supply and Profit of our Hope, *

Your Vifitation fliall receive fuch Thanks

As fits a King's Remembrance.

Rof. Both Your Majefties

Might, by the'Sovereign Power you have over us,.

Put your dread Pleafures more into command

Than to intreaty.

Guik But we both obey.

And here give up our felVes in the full bent

To lay our Service freely at your feet.

Ktn^. Thanks Rofencraus, and gentle Gmldenjtern.

Queen. ' Thanks Gmldenftern, and gentle Rofencrans^

AnTl befeech you inft^^ntly to vifit

My too much changed Son: go fome of you,

And bring' thefe Gentlemen where Hamlet is.

Guil. Heavens make our Prefence and our Praftices

Pleafant and helpful to him.

Queen. Amen. [Exeunt Rof. c^ Guil.

^ Enter Polonius.

« Pol. Th' Ambafladors from Norway, my good Lord,

.

* Are joyfully returned.

' Kincr. Thou ftill haft been the Father of good News.

< PolWzxt I, my Lord ? I affure my good Liege

* 1 hold my Dutv as I hold my Soul,

* Both to my God, and to my gracious King

:

< And' 1 do think, or elfe this Brain of mine

Hunts not the Trail of Policy fo fure

As it has us'd to do, that I have found

The very caufe of Hamlet's Lunacy.

King. O fpeak of that, that 1 do long to hear.

* Pol. Give firft admittance to the Ambafladors :

^ My News fliaU be the Frbiit to that great Feaft.

^ King.
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Were

?4 Hamlet, Prince of Denmark.
' Kms. Thy felf do grace to them, and bring them in,

« ?hVfJ'' TI ^^-^^enrard, he hath foulf

"

The Head and Source of all your Son's DiftenTper
doubt it is no other but the main^His father's Death and our hafty MarnW '

-

'I^inz :}"tVcti'"^'^''^^^^^ [Friends:

« SavS / Y " = n^v good >

r./. Moft fan- Return of Greetings and Defire •

.

^pon our firft he fent out to fuppreli
*

To be a Preparation againft theP,//.,,r
* But better look'd into, he truly found

c
i^.^^'^-;.='Sa'"nftyour Highnefs: whereat grlcy'd

« W.'J£^^'^'"^^^g^'^"'^Wotet,ce

On F.r/;«^r*,, ^. h.ch he in brief obeys.
Receives rebt.ke from and it,W

;
Mp.ke, vow before his Uncle, never n.ore

*

To g,ve th May of Arms againft your Majefty:
« Whereon o d Av,.,^,^^ ^^^..^^^^^^ ^.^1^

' /

Grves h.m three tl.oufand Crowns in anniil Fee,And his Comm.illon to employ thofe Soldiers,
< So levied as before agamft the Pollack,
With an Intreaty herein further fnown,
Tnat ,t might pleafe you to give quiet pafs

.
yo"'--9o'n''nions for this Enterprize,

' On^fjch Regards of Safety and Ailowancs
As herein are fet down.
' King. It likes us we.'l, ,

' And at our more confider'd time we'll read,
» Anfwer and think upon this Bullnefs •

Mean time we thank you for your well-took Labour,Go to your reft, at night we'll feaft together

:

Pol. This Builnefs is well ended.

w/k t^-^JJ'^^'^''""'
f° ex'poftulate
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Were nothing but to wafte Night, Day and Time :

Therefore Brevity is the Soul of Wit,

And Tedioufnefs the Limbs and outward Flourifhes*

1 will be brief
;
your noble Son is mad,

Mad call I it ; for to define true Madnefs,

What is't but .to be nothing elfe but mad ?

But let that go.

§!jfeen. More Matter with lefs Art.

Pol, Madam, I fwear 1 ufe no Art at al!.

That he's mad, 'tis true ; 'tis true, 'tis pity;

And pity *tis, 'tis true : a foolifli Figure,

But farewel it, for I will ufc no Art.

Mad let us grant him then ; and now remains

That we find out the Caufe of this Effed,

Or rather fay the Caufe of this Defe£i,

For this Effed defedive comes by Caufe:

Thus it remains, and the Remainder thus, Confider,

I have a Daughter, have while fhe is mine.

Who in her Duty and Obedience, mark.

Hath given me this: now gather and fur*mife. [Reads,

To the Celejlial and m'^ SouVs Idol^ the woft heaHt'tfied

Ophelia : That's an ill Phrafe. a vile Phrafe ; Beautified is

a vile Phrafe : but you fhall hear thus in her excel-

lent white Bofcrmy Thefe^ Sec.

^een. Came this from Hamlet to her ?

PoU Good Madam ftay awhile, 1 will be faithful.

Doubt that the Stars are Fire^

Doubt that the Sun doth move^

Doubt Truth to be a Lyary

But never doubt 1 love,

C dear Ophelia, / am ill at thefe Numbers^ I have not

Art to reckon my Groans ^ but that 1 love thee beft^ O
moji beji believe it : Adieu. Thine evermore^ mofi dear

Lady^ whilft this Machine is to himy Hamiet.

This in Obedience h»th my Dau^^hter (hewn me,
And more concerning^ his Solliciiings^

As they Jell out by Time, by Means, and Place,

* All given to mine Ear.

King, But how hath fhe rcceiv'd his Love ?

Pel, What do you think of mc ?

Xin£i
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King. As of a Man faithful and honourable.
Pel. I would fain prove fo ; but what might you think
When I had feen this hot Love on the winc^ ?
As I perceiv'd it (I muft tell you that)

^

« Before my Daughter told me ^ what might you
Or my dear Majefty your Queen here think.

If I had ^ plaid the Desk or Table-book,
< Or given my Heart a winking, mute and dumb.
Or look'd upon this Love wich idle fight,

< What might you think ?' No, I went round to w^ork,
And my young Miftrefs thus 1 charg'd :

Xord Hamlet is a Prince above thy Sphere,
This muft not be ; and then I Precepts gave her,
That (he fhould lock her felf from his Refort,
Admit no Meflengers, receive no Tokens.
Which done, fhe took the Fruits of my Advice

;
And he repell'd, a fliort Tale to maJke,

Fell into a Sadnels, then into a faft,

* Thence to a Watch, then into a Weaknefs,
Thence to a Lightnefs, and by this Declenfion,
Into the Madnefs wherein he now raves.

And all w^e mourn for.

King. Do you think 'tis tl1!s ?

§lueen. It may be very likely.

Pol. Hath there been fuch a time (1 would fain know
That I have pofitively faid 'tis fo, [that)

When it prov'd otherwife ?

King. Not that I know-
Pi?/. Take this from this ^ if this be odierwife.

If Circumftances lead me, I will find

Whei-e Truth is hid, tho it were hid indeed

Within the Center.

King. How may we try it farther?

Pol. Sometimes he walks four hours together

Here in the Lobby.

(^een. So he does indeed.
*

PoL At fuch a time Til loofe my Daughter to him.
So pleafe your Majefty to hide your felf

Behind the Arras then ;

J^lark the Encounter } if he love her not,

An4



Hamlet, Frince of Denmark. 1 7
And be not from his Reafon farn thereon,

^ Let me be no Atliftant for a State,

But keep a Farm and Carters.

: King. Wq will try it.

Enter Hamlet reading.

i
Gjueen. But look where fadly the poor Wretch comes

' reading.

Pol. Away, I do befecch you both away.

[Exeunt King and ilueen*

ril board him prefently. * O give me leave.

How does my good Lord Hamlet ?
* Ham. Excellent well.

^ Pol. Do you know me, my Lord ?

Ham. Excellent well, you are a Fiflimongei*.

PoL Not I, my Lord.

Ham. Then I would you were fo honeft a Man.
Pol. Honeft, my Lord ?

Ham, Ay Sir, to be honeft as this >5^^orld goes.

Is to be one Man pickt out of ten thoufand.

Pol. That is very true, my Lord,

Ham. For if the Sun breed Maggots in a dead Dog,
being a good killing Carrion Have you a Daughter?

Pol. I have, my Lord.

Ham. Let her not walk i'th* Sun ;
Conception is a

^ Blefling, but as your Daughter may conceive. Friend

j look to't.

PoL ' How fay you by that ?' Still harping on niy

Daughter
;
yet he knew [^Jfide'] me not at firft, but faid

I was a Fifhmonger ; he is far gone : and truly in my
Youth I fufFer*d much extremity for Love, very near this.

I'll fpeak to him again; What do you read, my Lord ?

Hum. Words, words, words.

PoL What is the matter, my Lord ?

Ham. Between who ?

PoL I mean the matter that you read, my Lord ?

Ham. Slanders, Sir for the Satirical Rogue fays here^

that old Men have grey Beards, that their Faces are wrink-

led, their Eyes purging thick Amber, and Plumbtree Gum,
and that they have a moft plentiful lack of Wit, together

with moft weak Hamsj all which, Sir, tho I moft po-

^ D tenily
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tently believe, yet I hold it not Honefty to have it thus
fet down j

for you your felf. Sir, fliall grow old, as. I am,
if like a Crab you could go , backward.

Pol. Tho this be Madnefs^ yet there is Method iri't

:

Will you walk out of the Air, my Lord ?

Mam. Into my Grave,

PqL Marry, that's out of the Air indeed : how preg-
nant his Replies are ! a Happinefs that often Madnefs'hits
.on; ^ which Ibsafon and Sanity could not fo happily be
• deliver'd of. I will leave him ,and my Daughter.' My
Lord, I will take my leave of you.

Ham, You cannot take from me any thing that.l will

not more willingly part withal, except my Lite,

PoL Fare you well, my Lord.

Hafn,d Thefe tedious old Fools.

S»/(?r Giiildenftern- and Rofencraus,

Pol. You go to feek the Lord Hamlet^ there he is, [Exiu
Rof. Save you, Sir.

GutL My honoured Lord.

Rof, My moft dear Lord.

Ham. My excellent good Friends ^ how doft thou Gull'

idenftern ? Ah Rcfencraus^ good Lads, how do you both?
* Rof. As the indifferent Children of the Earth,

' GuiL Happy in that we are not over-happy
; on For-

tune's Cap we are not the very Button.

* Ham. Nor the Soles of her Shoe.
' Rof. Neither, my Lord.

* Ham. Then you live about her wafte, or In the mid-
* die of her Favour.

* Guil. Faith, in her Privates we.
* Ham. In the fecret parts of Fortune ; Oh mofl tru§

!

* fhe is a Strumpet.' Well, what News ?

Rof None, my Lord, but the World's grow-n honeft.

Ham. Then is Doomfday near ^ fure your News is not-

true. ^ Let me queftion more in particular : What ha v t

you, my good Friends, deferved at the hands of Fortune,

^ that fhe fends you to Prifon hither ?

* GuiL Prifon, my Lord ?

* Ham, Denmark'*s a Prifon.

* Rof Then is the World one*
« Hanu
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* Ham, A goodly one, in which there are many Con-^

*~ fines, Wards, .and Dungeons; Denmark being one
« o'[h' vvorft.

^ Rof. We think not fo, my Lord.
* Ham, Why then 'tis none to you ; for there is no-

* thing either good or bad, but thinking makes it fo ; To
* me it is a Prifon.

* Ruf, Why then your Ambition makes it one : 'Tis

* too narrow tor your Mind.
' Ha?97. O God '/ I could be bounded in a Nut- fh ell-,

* and count my felf a King of infihite fpace, were it not
* that I have bad Dreams.

* Gfiil. Which Dieams indeed are Ambition; for the

* very Subftance of the Ambitious is merely the Shadow

^ of a Dream.
^ Hart. A Dream it felf is but a Shadow.
* Rof. Truly, and I hold Ambition of fo airy and h'ght

* a Qiiah'ty, that it is but a Shadow's Shadow.
^ Ham, Then are our Beggars Bodies, and our Mo-

* narchs aad out-ftretch'd Heroes, the Beggars Shadows*
* Shall we to th' Court ? for by my fev 1 cannot rcafon.

* Both, We'll wait upon you.
* Ham, No fuch matter. I will not fort you with the

* reft of my Servants ^ for to fpeak to you like an honeft

^ Man, I am moft dreadfully attended.' But in the beatea

way of Friend fhip, what make you at Elfinoor ^

Rof, To vlfit you, my Loid, no other Occafion,

Ham, Beggar that I am, I am even poor in thanks, but

I-thank you; * and fure, dear Friends, my Thanks .are

^ too dear a half-penny.' Were you not fent for ? Is it

your own inclining ? Is it a free Vifitation ? Come, come,
deal juftly with me; nay fpeak.

Guil, What Hiould we fay, my Lord ?

Ha:n, Any thing, but to the purpofe you were ftnt

for ; there is a kind of Confeflion in your Looks, which
^our Modefties have not Craft enough to colour, 1 know
the good King and Queen have fent for you.

Rof, To what end, my Lord ?

Ham. Nay, that you muft teach me : But let me con-

yre you, by the Rights of our Fellowfhips, by the Con-

D,2 fonancy
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fonancy of our Youth, by tbe Obligation of our Love,
and by what more dear, a better Propofer could charge

you withal, be even and dired with me, wheiJier you
were fent for or no.
- Rof. What fay you >

Num. Nay then 1 have an eye of you ; if you love me,
bold not off.

G^itL My Lord, we were fent for,

H/^m. I will tell you why^ fo fhall my Anticipation,

prevent yoiw Difcovery, and your Secrecy to the King and
Qiieen moult no Feather ; 1 have of late, but wherefore

,

1 know not, loft all my Mirth, forgone all Cuilom of
Exercifes, * and indeed it goes fo heavily with my Difpo-
* fition,' that this goodly Frame, the Earth, feems to me
a fteril Promontory : This mofc excellent Canopy the Aii',

* this brave o*er-hang*d Firmament,' this majeftical Rx>of

fretted with golden Fire, why it appears nothing to me
but a foul and peftilent Congregation of Vapours*. What,
a piece of Work is Man ? how noble in Reafon ! how
infinite in Faculties ! in Form and Moving how exprefs

2nd admirable ! in Adion how like an Angel ! in Apprd-

henfion the Beauty of the World, the Paragon of Ani-;

mals ! And yet to me what is this Quinteflence of Duft ?

him delights not me, nor Woman neither, tho by youti

fmiiing you feem to fay fo.

Rof. My Lord, there was no fuch fluff in my Thought?,

Haw. Why did ye laugh then, when 1 faid Man de-i

lights not me ?
'

'^Rcf. To think, my Lord, if you delight not in Man,^

what Lenien Entertainment the Players fhall receive froiti'

you : we met them on the way, and hither are they

coming to offer you Service.

//am. He that plays the King fhall be welcome, hisi

Majefty fhall have Tribute of me, the adventrous Knight;

fliail ufe his Foil and Target, the L^ver fhall not figb

gratis^ the humorous Man fliall end his part in peace, and'

the Lady fhall fpeak her Mind freely, or the blank Verfe

fhall halt for't. What Players are they ?

Rcf, Even thofe you were wont to take fuch delight in

the Tragedians of the City.
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Ham. How chances it they travel ? their Refidence botH

in Reputation and Profit was better both ways.

Rof, 1 think their Inhibition comes by the means of
the late Innovation,

Ham. Do they hold the fame Eftrmation they did whca -

I was in the City ? Are they fo foUow'd ?

Kof. No indeed they are not.

* Ham. How comes it ? do they grow rufty ?

* Rof. Nay, their Endeavour keeps in the wonted pace J

^ but there is, Sir, an Airy of Children, little Yafes, thac

* ciy out on the top of Queftion, and are moft tyran-^

^ nically clap*d for't ; thefe are now the Fadion, and fo

* be-rattle the common Stages (fo they call them) th^t

* many wearing Rapiers, are afraid of Goofe-Quills, and
* dare fcarce come thither.

^ Ham. What, are they Children ? Who maintains 'em?
' How are they efcoted T Will they purfue the Qiiality

no longer than they cati fing ? Will they not fay after-
'

* wards, if they fhould grow themfelves to common Play-

*'ers, as it is moft like, if their means are no better, their"

^ Writers do them wrong to make them exclaim againft-'

* their own Succeffion ?

' Rof. Faith, there has been much to do on both Cicg's
;

* and the Nation holds it no Sin to tarre them to Con**
* troverfy. There was for a while no Mony bid for Ar-
* gument, unlefs the Poet and the Player went to Cuffs
* in the Queftion.

' Ham. Is't poftlble ?

* GuiL Ob there has been much throwing about of
* Brains i

' Ham. Da the Boys carry it away ?
^ Rof. Ay, that they do, my Lord, Hercules and his -

* Load too.

Ham. It is not ver^' ftrange • for my Uncle is'Kmg of
De?2mark^ and thofe that would make mouths at him '

while my Father lived, now give twenty, forty, fifty, nay
a iiundred Duckets apiece for his Pi(fture in little : there

is fomcthing in this more than natural, if Phiiofophy
€ou\d find it our. [^A Flounjh..

GhiI. Sliall wc call the Players ?

D 3 Hamy
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Ham. Gentlemen you are welcome to Elfinoor^ yotir '

hands ; come then, th' Appurtenance of Welcome iV I

Pafhion and Ceremony : ^ let me comply with you in.

^ this Garb, left my Extent to the Players, which I tell
;

* you muft fhew fairly outwards, fhouU more appear like ^

* Entertainment than yours
; you are welcome;' but my

Uncle-Father and Aunt-Mother are deceiv'd.

GuiL In what, my dear Lord ?

Ham. 1 am but mad North-North-Weft ; when the, 1

Wind is Southerly, I know a Hawk from a Hand-faw.
Enter Polonius.

Pol, Well be with you, Gentlemen.

Ham. Hark you, Gmldenjiern and Rofencraus ; that
.

great Baby that you fee there is not yet out of his fwad-

ling Clouts.
^

Rof. Haply he is the fecond time come to them, for

,

diey fay an old Man is twice a Child.

Ham. I prophefy that he comes to tell me of the Play-

ers; mark it: you fay right. Sir, a Monday-morning,

'twas then indeed.

Pol. My Lord, I have News to tell you. I

Ham. My Lord, 1 have News to tell you ; when Rof-

Cius was an Actor in Rome-
Pol. The Adors are come hither, my Lord.

Ham. Euz, buz.

Pol. Upon mine Honour.

Ham. Then came each A^^ov on his Afs

Pol. The beft Adors in the World, either fcr Tragedy,

Comedy, Hiftory, PaftoraL Paftoral-Comical, Hiftorical-

Paftoral ; « Scene individable, or Poem unlimited

ea cannot be too heavy, nor pL^utus too light for the
;

Law of Wit and Liberty. Thefe are the only Men.
j

Ham. O Jeptha^ Judge ofjfraely what a Treafure :

hadft thou !

Pol. What a Treafure had he, my Lord ?

Ham. Why one fair Daughter, and no more, the which
^

he loved paffing well.
;

Pol. Siill on my Daughter.
|

Ham. Am I not i'ch' right, old Je^tha /
|

^ Pol \
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* PoL If you call me Jeptha, my Lord, I have a

* Daughter that I love pafling well.

Ham, Nay that follows not.
^

PoL What follows then', my Lord ?

Ham. ' Why as by lot God wot, and then you knov^
* it came to pafs as moft like it was:' The firfl: Row of
the Kubrick will fhew you more, for look where my A*

bridgment comes.

E'^ter Players,

Ham, ' You are welcome Mafters, welcome all, I an^

^ glad to fee thee well welcome good Friends. Oh my
old Friend

!
why thy Face is valanc'd fince I faw tliee

laft, confft thou to beard me in Denmark ? What my
young Lady and Miftrefs ! marry your Ladyfhip is grown
nearer to Heaven than when I faw you laft by the Alti-

tude of a Chopine ; I wifh your Voice, like a piece of

uncurrent Gold, be not crack'd within the Ring. Mafters

you are all welcome, we'll e'en to't like friendly Fal-

coners, fly at any thing we fee, we'll have a Speech ftrait
j

come give US a Tafte of your Qiiality, come, a paffioiiate

Speech.

Players. What Speech^ my good Lord ?

Ham, 1 heard thee fpeak me a Speech once, but it was
never a£led, or if it was, not above once, for the Play

1 remember pleafed not the Million, 'twas Caviare to

the Multitude * but it was as 1 received it and others,

« whofe Judgments in fuch matters cried in the top of
< mine, an excellent Play, well digefted in the Scenes, fet

< down with as much Modefty as Cunning. I rememb^c
* one faid there were no Saliets in the Lines to make the
* matter favoury, nor no matter in the Phrafe that niiglic

« indite the Author of Affeftion, but cali'd it an honeflr
* Method, as wholefonie as i\veet, and by very much
' more handfome than fine.' One Speech iu't. 1 chiefly

loved, 't\Vas ^w^^i's*taik to Dulo, and thereabout of ix

efpccially when he fpeaks of Priam^s Slaughter ^ if it live

in your Memory, begin at this Line, let mq fee, let me
fee The rugged Psrrhus like th' Hircanian Bead y
Bead, no, that's not it, yet it begins with Pynhiis,

The ru2ged Pyrrhus^ he whofe iable Arms^

Black
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Black as his Purpofe did the Night refemWe,
c When he lay couched in th' ominous Horfe,
« Hath now his Beard and black Completion finear*d
« With Heraldiy more difmal ; head to foot
« Now is he total Gules

;
horribly trick'd

c With. Blood of Fathers, Mothers, Daughters, Sons^^

< Bak'd and imparted with the parching Streets,

« That lend a tyrannous and a damned Li^ht
< To their Lord*s Murder roafted in Wrath and Fir^,

< And thus o'ei-cifed with coagulate Gore,
^ With Eyes like Carbuncles, the hellifli Pytrhus
* Old Grandfire Priam feeks. So proceed you.

PoL My Lord, well fpoken, with good Accent, and
good Difcretion.

Ham. So pi'oceed yoti/

P/^y. Anon he finds him
Striking too fhort at Greeks^ his antick SwOrd^^

Rebellious to his Arm, lies where it falls,

Repugnant to command
\
unequal match'd

Pyrrhus Tit Priam drives, in Rage fti ikes wide,

Biit with the whifT and wind of his fell Sword,

Th' unnerved Father falls. ' Then fenfelefs limmy
^ Seeming to feel his Blow, w^ith flaming top
* Stoops to his Bafe, and with a hideous Crafh
« Takes prifon-er Pyrr^^^' Ear: For lo his Sword,.
« V-^hich was declining on the milky Head
' Of Reverend feem'd i*th' Air to ftick,

.

* So as a painted Tyrant Pyrrhus flood,

^ And like a Neutral to his Will and Matter
* Did nothing.

But as we often fee agninft fome Storm,

A Silence in the Heaven, the Rack ftands flill,

The bold Wind' fpeechlefs, and the Orb below

As hufh as Death ^ anon the dreadful Thunder

Doth rend the Region : So after Pyrrhus" paufe,

A roufed Vengeance fets him new awork,

And never did the. Cyclops Hammers fall

On Mars his Armour, forg'd for proof etern,

With lefs Remorfe than Pyrrk^a' bleeding Sword

Now fills on Priam.
Outy
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Out, out thou Strumpet Portune !

^ All you Gods
< In general Synod take away her Power,
' Break all the Spokes and Felloes from her Wheel,
* And boul the round Nave down the Hill of Heaven
' As low as to the Fiends.

PoL Jhis is too long.

Ham. It fhall to the Barber's with your Beard : prethee

fay on, he's for a Jig, or a Tale of Bawdry, or he fleeps.

Say oh, come to Hecuba.

Play^ But who, alas, had feen the mobled Queen ?

Ham. Th^mobled Queen !

PoL That's good.

Play.. Run bare-foot up and down, threatning the

A Clout upon that Head [Flames,

Where late the Diadem flood, and for a Robe,

^ About her lank, and all o'er-teemed Loins,

A Blanket in th' Alarm of Fear caught up.

Who this had feen with Tongue in Venom fteep'd,

^Gainft Fortune's State would Treafon have pronounced :

* But if the Gods themfelves did fee her then,

« When (lie f^wPyrrhus make malicious Sport,

^ In mincing wiih his Sword her Husband's Limbs,

« The indant Brii-ft-<>f ClArfiour that fhe made,

^ Unlefs thitigs mortal move them not at all,
^

^ Would have made milch the burning Eyes of Hei\v it,

< And PalTion in the Gods.

Pol. Look where he has not turn'd his Colour, and has

Tears in's Eyes, Prethee no more. _

Ham. 'Tis well, I'll have thee fpeak out the reft ot

'

this foon. Good my Lord, will you fee the Players vve.l

beftowed ? do you hear, let them be well ufed, for they

are the Abftrad and brief Chronicles of the Time :
After

your Death, you were better have a bad Epitaph, than

their ill Report while vou live.
i

•
t-. r

Pol, My Lord, I will ufe them according to then* Delert.

Ham. Much better; ufe eveiT Man, Sir, according to his

• Defert, and who fliall fcape whipping? Ufe them aher

your own Honour and Dignity, the lefs they deferve, the

more Merit is in vour Bounty. TAe them in.

Pol. Come Sii's.

Hams
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Ham. Follow him. Friends; we'll have a Plav

Jjorrow. Doft thou hear me, old Friend
?"anthe Mmder of Conx.ago ? ' ^ *

Play. Ay, my Lord.'

Jit lwn ^l f^^ r'^°^
fome dozen Lines, which I wouldict down and nifert in it, could you not ?

Play. Ay, my Lord.
f/^«; Very well ; follow that Lord, and look yoHmock h.m not. My good Friends, TJl ka^^ you'dUnight; you are welcome to £//«,<,r.

^
O . w/ ' ' 5'^ ^'^^^ I alone,O what a Wretch and peafant Slave am I •

Is It not monftrous that this Player hn-e
But in a Fi'aion, in a Dream of Paffion,
Could force his Soul fo to his own Conceit,
J hat from her workin.^ all the Viftae warm'd
Tears m his Eyes, Diftraftion in's Afpecl,

'

A broken Voice,- and his whole Function fuitine
With Forms to hisConc^itj^ and all for nothing,
Por Hecuba } *"

What's Hecuha to him, or he to Hecuha,
That he fhould weep, for her ? What would he do,
JMad he the Motive, and that Ground for Paffion
That I have ? he would < drown the Stage with Tears,
And cleave the general Ear with horrid Speech,.

Make mad the Guilty, and appall the Free,
Confound the Ignorant, and amaze indeed
The very Faculties of Eyes and Ears: ' yetl
* A dull and muddy-mettled Rafcal, peak

Like ^ohn-a dreams, unpregnant of my Caufe,
And can fay nothing ; no not for a King, jK
Upon whofe Property and moft dear Life

« A damn'd Defeat was made. Am I a Coward ?
Who calk me Villain, breaks my Pate a-crofs/

« Plucks off my Beard, and blows it in my Face,
Twekes me by the Nofe, gives the Lye i'th' Throat
As de<;p as to the.Lungs. Who does me this ?

^ Ha !
why I ihbuld take it,' for it cannot be,

'

But
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But I am Pigeon-liver'd, and lack Gaul

To make Oppreffion bitter, or e'er this

1 fhould have fatted all tlie Region Kites

With this Slave's Offal. * Bloody, bawdy Villain !

^ Rcmorfelefs, treacherous, leacherous, kindlefs Villain J

^ Why what an Afs am I ? This is moft brave,

^ That I, the Son of a dear Father murder'd,
^ Prompted to my Revenge by Heaven and Hell,

^ Muft, like a.Whore, unpack my Heart with Words,
^ And fall a curfing like a very Drab, a Scullion ; fie upon't

!

^ About my Brain : hum/ I have heard [foh j

Tliat guilty Creatures fitting at a Play,

Have by the very Cunning of the Scene

Been flruck fo to the Soul, that prefently

They have proclaimed their Malefactions :

for Murder, tho it have no Tongue, will fpeak
* With moft miraculous Organ.' I'll have thefe Players

Play fomething like the Murder of my Father,

Before my Uncle ^ I'll obferve his Looks,

ril tent him to the quick, if he look pale,

I know my Courfe. The Spirit that 1 have feen

May be a Devil, and the Devil may have power
Tc aflume a pleafing Shape ^

^ yea and perhaps
* Out of my Weaknefs and my Melancholy,
* As he is very potent with fuch Sj)irits,

* Abufes me to damn me.' Til have Grounds
More relative than this ; the Play's the things

Wherein I'll catch the Coufcience of the King, ^Ex!r

A (5 T III. SCENE I.

. Enter Kin^^ ^^^^'^ Poloniiis, Ophelia, Rofencratis,

Guildenftcrn, GentUmen and Guards.

Kin^. AND can you by no Drift of Conference

£Y Get from him, why he puts on this Confufion,

Grating fo harfhly all his days of Qiiiet

^ With turbulent and dani^erous Lunacy ?

Rof.
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f
Kof. He does confefs he feels hinifelf drftraaed <

'

But from what Caufe he will by no means fpenk.

'

^ GuiU Nor do we find him forward to be founded
« But with a crafty Madnefs keeps aloof^

'

f When we would bring him on to fome Confeffion

J
Of his true State. ;

Queen. Did he receive you well I

Rof. Moft civilly.
(

GuiL But with much forcing of his Difpofition.
i

<
J

Rof. Unapt to queftion
; but of our Demands i

i

-

Moft free in his Reply. '

(lueen. Did you invite him to any Paflime ?
Kof. Madam, it fo fell out that certain Players

We o'er-took on the way ; of thefe we told him.
And there did feem in him a kind of Jov
To hear of it : they're here about the Court,
And as I think they have already order

This Night to play before him.

PoU 'Tis moft true.

And he befeech'd me to intreat your Majefties
,

To hear and fee the matter.
^

King. With all my heart, -

And it did much content me
To hear him fo inclined:

Good Gentlemen, give him a further Edge,
^

And urge him to thefe Delights.

Rof We (hall, my Lord. [^Exeunt Rof. c;-Guil. •

King, Sweet Gertrard^ leave us too, 1

For we have clofely fent for Hamlet hither.

That he as 'twere by accident may meet
|

Ophelia here ; her Father and my felf '

Will fo beftow our felves, that feeing and unfeer, J

We may of their Encounter judge,
j

* And gather by him zs he is behav'd,
|

|'

If it be the Afflidion of Love or no, i

* That thus he fuffers for.
; J;

Gjueen, I fhall obey you : i

And for my p:irt^ Ot'^^elia^ I do wifh '

That your good Beauties be the happy Caufe ^

Of Hamlet's Wildnefs : fo ftiall 1 hope your Vertues
^

WiU



Hamlet, Frwce of Denmark. 49
VTill bring him to his wonted way again,

• To both youi- Honours. [Exit (^cen*
Oph, Madam, I wifh it may.

PoL Ophelia^ walk you here whilfl: we
'If fo your Majefty fhall pleafe) retire concealed :

• Read on this Book,
^ That fhew of fuch an Exercife may colour
• Your Lonelinefs. We are oft to blame in thi^,

^ 'Tis too much prov'd, thvit with Devotion's Vifage,
• And pious Adion, w^e do fugar o'er

' The Devil himfelf. >
* King, O 'tis too true

:

^ How fmart a Lafh that Speech doth give my Confcience !

' The Harlot's Cheek beautied with plaftring Arr^

^ Is not more ugly to the thing that helps it,

• Than is my Deed to my moft painted Word :

• O heavy Burden !

PoL 1 hear him coming, retire, my Lord.

[^Exeunt King and Pol.

Enter Hamlet.

Ham, To be or not to be, that is the Queftion
;

Whether 'tis nobler in the Mind to fufFer

The Stings and Arrows of outrageous Fortune,

Or to take Arms againft a Sea of Troubles,

And by oppofing end them ; To die to fleep

No more ; and by a Sleep to fay we end

The Heart-ache, and the thcufand natural Shocks

That Flefli is Heir to ; 'tis a Confummation

Devoutly to be widi'd, to die to fleep ;—

-

To fleep perchance to dream : ay there's the Rub ;

For in that Sleep of Death what Dreams may come,

When we have fliuffled off this mortal Coil,

Muft give us paufe \ there's the Refpefl

That makes Calamity of fo long Life.

For who would bear the Whips and Scorns of Time,

Th' OpprelTor's Wrong, the proud Man's Contumely,

The Pangs of defpis'd Love, the Law's Delay,

The Infolence of Office, and the Spurns

That patient Merit of th' Unworthy takes,

Whcnas himfelf might hisg«/^;^f make
£ W idi
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With bare Bodkin ? Who would Fardels bearTo groan and fweat under a weary Life >
But chat the Di-ead of fomething after Death,The und.f^^over'd Country, fro„° whofe BournNo Traveller returns, puzzles the Will
yind n,akes us rather bear thofe Ills we' have.Than fly to others that we know not of.
Thus Confcience does make Cowards of us -illAnd t us the healthful Face of Refotbn

'

LTP ''^'"'
'f

'''^ P''''^ °f Thought.And Enterpnzes of great pith and momentyuh this regard their Currents turn away.And lofe the Name of Adlion. « Soft you now/The fa,r Opheha, Nymph, in thy' Oraifons
'

Be all my Sins remembred.
Oph. Good my Lord, how do ye ?
-H/JW. I humbly thank you, well.

0/>J
My Lord, 1 have Remembrances of yours.

That I have longed to re-deliver.
Pray you now receive them.

'

Bam. No not 1, I never gave you ought.
Oj>h. My honoured Lord, you know rigL well you didAnd with them words of fo fweet Breath compofed

As made thefe things more rich: Their Perfume loftTake thefe again
; for to the noble Mind

Rich Gifts wax poor, when Givers prove unkind.
There, my Lord.
Ham, Ha, ha, are you honeft >

Oph. My Lord.
Ham. Are you fair ?

0[>h. What means your Lordfhip ?

'r

'^^""^ ^"'^ ^o^x\i ad-mit no Difcourfe to your Beautj'.

Ham. Ay truly, for the Power of Beauty will fooner
^•ansform Honefty from what it is to a Bawd, than' the
Force of Honefty can tranflate Beauty to his Likenefs:
This was fometune a Paradox, but now the time gives it

'

pioof. I did loye you once.

Oph,



Hamlet, Prime of Denmark. 5

1

Oph, Indeed, my Lord, vou made me believe fo.

Ham, You fhould not have believed me, for Vertue

cannot fo evacuate our old (lock, but we Qiall relifli of it

:

1 loved you not.

Oph. I was the more deceived.

Ham, Get thee to a Nunnery, why wouldft thou be a

Breeder of Sinners ? 1 am my felf indifferent honed, but

yet I could accufe me of fuch things, that it w^ere better

my Mother had not bore me. I am very proud, revenge-

ful, ambitious, with more Offences at my back than I

have Thoughts to put them in, Imagination to give them
(hape, or Time to aft them in ; What Oiould fuch Fel-

lows as I do crawlin^T between Earth and Heaven ? We
are arrant Knaves, believe none of us

j
go thy ways to

a Nunnery. Where's your Father ?

Oph, At home, my Lord.

Ham, Let the Doors be fhut upon him,

That he may play the fool no where but in's own Houfe

:

Fai'ewe].

Oph. O help him, you fweet Heavens

!

Ham. If thou dofl marry, I'll give thee this Plague for

thy DowTv; Be thou as chafle as Ice, as pure as Snow,
thou fhalt not fcape Calumny

;
get thee to a Nunnery.

Or if thou wilt needs marry, marry a Fool, for wife Men
know well enous^h what Monfters you make of them ;

To a Nunnery go, ' and quickly too ; farewel.

Oph. Heavenly Powers, reftore him !

Ham. I have heai-d of your Paintings well enough :

Nature hath given you one Face, and you make your

feWes another
;

you jig and amble, and you lifp, you

nick-name Heaven's Creatures, and make your Wanton-
nefs your Ignorance

;
go to, I'll no more on't, it hath

made me mad : I fay we will have no more Marriages,

thole that are married already, all but one fhall live, the

reft fhall keep as they are. To a Nunnery go. [Exit.

Oph. O what a noble Mind is here overthrown !

* The Courtiers, Soldiers, Scholars, Eye, Tongue, Sword,

The Expedation and Rofe of the fair State,

^ The Glafs of Fafhion, and the Mould of Form,

The obferv'd of all Obfervers, quite, quite down,

E 2 And
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And I of Ladies moft dejed and wretched
^ That fuck'd the Hony of his Mufick Vows •

Now fee that noble and moft foverei2;n ReafJn
Like fweet Bells jangled out of tune and harlh

'

]
unmatch'd Form and Stature of blown Youth

< Blalted with Extaf^.' O woe is me !

T' have feen what 1 have feen, feeing what I fee ! [Exh.
Enter King and Folonius.

King. Love
! his Affeaions do not that way tend :

^For what he fpake, tho it lack Form a little

Was not like Madnefs
;

* there^s fomething'in his Soul
< O ei- which his Melancholy fits on brood,
< And I do doubt the Hatch and the DifcloVe
* Will be fome danger, which to prevent

'

* I have a quick Determination
« Thus fet down He fhall with fpeed to England,
For the Demand of our neglected Tribute.
Haply the Seas and Countries different.
With variable Objeds, fhall expel
This fomething fettled Matter in his Heart,
Whereon his Brain's ftill beating,

Puts him thus from Fafhion of himfelf

:

What think you on't ?

Enter Ophelia.
Poi. It (hall do well

:

* But yet I do believe the Origin and Commencement of if,

* Sprung from negleded Love.' How now, Ophelia i
You need not tell us what Lord Hamlet faid,

We heard it all. My Lord, do as you pleafe.

But if you hold it fit, after the Piny
Let his Qiieen-Mother alone intreat him
To fhew hi5 Grief; let hei- be round with him,
And ril be plac'd (fo pleafe you) in the Ear
Of all theii- Conference : if fhe find him not.
To England fend him, or confine him where
Your Wifdom beft fhall think.

King. It fhall be fo,

Madnefs in great ones muft not unwatch'd go. f Exeunt.
Enter Hamlet and three of the Players,

Ham. Speak the Speech I pray you as I pronounced it

to
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to you, fmoothly from the Tongue ; but if you mouth
it, as many of our Players do, 1 had as live the Town-
Crier fpojce my Lines : nor do not faw the Air too much
with your hand thus, but ufe all gently \ for in the very

torrent Tempeft, and, as I may fay, V^^hirlwind of Paf-

fion, you muft acquire and beget a Temperance that may
give it Smoothnefs. O it offends me to the Soul, to

hear a robuftious Periwig-pated Fellow tear a Paflion to

very Rags, to fplit the Ears of the Groundlings, who for

the moft part are capable of nothing but inexplicable

dumb Shews and Noife : I would have fuch a Fellow

whip'd for o'er-doing Termagant it oxxc-Herods Herody

pray you avoid it.

Play. 1 warrant your Honour.
Ham. Be not too tame neither, but let your own Dis-

cretion be your Tutor ; fuit the A£lion to the Word, the

Word to the A<fbion, with this fpecial Obfervance, that

you o'er-ftep not the Modefty of Nature ; for any thing

fo o'er-done, is from the purpofe of Playing, whofe end
both at firft and now, was and is to hold as 'twere the

Mirror up to Nature, to fhew Vertue her Feature, Scora
her own Image, and the very Age and Body of the Time
his Form and Preffure. O there be Players that 1 have
feen play, and heard others praife, and that highly, not
to fpeak it profanely, that neither having the Accent of
Chriftians, nor the Gate of Chriftian, Pagan, nor Man,
have fo ftrutted and bellowed, that I have thought fome
of Nature's Journeymen had. made Men, and not made
them well, they imitated Humanity fo abominably.

Play, 1 hope we have reformed that indiffereuLly

with us.

Ham, O reform it altogether, and let thofe that play

your Clowns fpeak no more than is fet down for them ;

for there be of them that will themfelves laugh, to fet on
fome quantity of banren Spedators to laugh too, tho in

the mean time fome neceflary Queftion of the Play be

then to be confider'd ; that's villainous, and fhews a

moft pitiful Ambition in the Fool that ufes it. Go, make
you ready. ' How now, my Lord, will the King hear

J
tliis piece of work ?

E 3 Enter
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Enter Poloniiis, Guildenftern and Rofencraus.

PoL And the Qiieen too, and that prefently.

Ham. Bid the Players make hafte. Will you two help

to haften them ?

Rof. Ay, my Lord. \^ExeH?7t thofe two.
Enter Horatio.

Ham. What ho, Horatio

Hor. Here, my Lord, at your fervice.

Ham. Horatio^ thou art e'en as juft a Man
As e'er my Converfation met withal.

Hor, O my dear Lord !

Ham. Nay do not think I flatter

;

lor what Advancement may 1 hope from thee.

That haft no Revenue but thy good Spirits ftered ?

To feed and clothe thee ? Why fhould the Poor be flat-

' No, let the candied Tongue lick abfurd Pomp,
* And crook the pregnant Hinges of the Knee,
* Where Thrift may follow Fawning, doft thou hear?

Since my dear Soul was Miftrefs of her Choice,

And could of Men diftinguif^ her Eledion,

Sh'hath feal'd thee for her felf : for thou haft been

As one in fuffering all has fuffer'd nothing ;
'

« A Man that Fortune's Buffets and Rewards
* Haft ta'en with equal thanks : and bleft are thofe

* Whofe Blood and Judgment are fo well commingled,
* That they are not a Pipe for Fortune's Finger,

* To found what flop fhe pleafe.' Give me the Man
That is not Paflion's Slave, and 1 will wear him

In my Heart's Core, ay, in my Heart of Hearts,

As 1 do thee Something too much of this

;

There is a Play to-night before the King,

One Scene of it comes near the Circumftance,

Which 1 have told thee of ray Father's Death

:

1 prithee when thou feeft that Ad on foct,

Even Vv'ith the very Comment of thy Soul

Obferve my Uncle : if then his hidden Guilt

Do not it felf difcover in one Speech,

It is a damned Ghcft that we have feen,

* And m) Imaginations are as foul

« As Vulcan'^ Stithy give hiiii heedful nWy
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For I mine Eyes will rivet to his Face,

And after we will both our Judgments join
In Cenfure of his feeming,

Hor. I will, my Lord,
< If he fteal ought the whilft the Play is playing,
« And fcape Detedion, I will pay the Theft.

Enter King, ^een, Polonius, Ophelia, Gentlemen.
Ham. They are coming to the Play, 1 mull be idl« :

Get you a place.

King. How fares our Coufin Hamlet ?
Ham. Excellent i'faith.

Of the Cameleon*s Difli 1 eat, the Air
;

Promife-cram'd, you cannot feed Capons fo.

King. 1 have nothing with this Anfwer Hamlet^
Thefe words are not mine.
Ham. No nor mine now, ray Lord———

—

You plaid once in the Univerfity, you fay. [To Vol.
Pol. That 1 did, my Lord, and was accounted a very
Ham. What did you enad ? . [good Ador.
Pol I did enad JhUhs C^far. I was kill'd i'th' CapitoL

Brutus kiird me, ^ '

Ham. It was a brute part of him to kill fo capital a
Be the Players ready ? [Calf there.

Rof Ay, my Lord, they wait upon your Patience.
^een. Come hither, my dear Ha?nlet^ fit by me.
Ham. No, good Mother, here's Metal more attraftive,

' Pol. O ho, do you mark that ?

Ham. Lady, fliall I lie in your Lap ?

Ofh. No, my Lord.
Ham. Do vou think I mean Country matters ?
* Oph. 1 think nothing, my Lord.
< Ham. That's a fair thought, to lie between Maids Legs.
* oph. What is, my Lord?
* Ham. Nothing.

Oph. You are merry, my Lord.
« Ham. Who 1 ?

* Oph. Ay, my Lord.
Ham. Your only Jig-maker; what Ihould a Man do

but be merry ? for look you how chcarfuHy my Mother
looks, and my father died within's two houi's.
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Oph. Nay, 'tis twice two Months, my Lord.
Ham. So long ! nay then let the Devil wear black, for

I'll have a Suit of Sables : ' O Heavens !' die two Months
ago, and not forgotten yet ! then there's hope a great
Man's Memory may out-live his Life half a year ; but he
muft build Churches then, ^ or elfe fiiall he fufFer not
« thinking on, w^ith the Hobby-horfe, whofe Epitaph is,

* for O, for O, the Hobby horfe is forgot.

Oph. What means the Piny, my Lord ?

Ha7n. It is munching Mallicoy 'it means Mifchief.

Oph. Eut v.^hat's the Argument ?

Enter Prologue.

Ham. We fhall know by this Fellow-

:

The Players cannot keep fecret, they'll fhew all.

Oph. Are they fo good at Shew, my Lord?
Ham, Ay, at any Shew that you will fhcw tbem : be

not ycu afham'd to {hev\;^ and they'll not blufh to tell ycu
what it means.

O//'. Ycu aie naught, you are naught, I'll mark the Play.

Prorogue, for us and for cur TragedVy

Here ftocplng to '^our Clemency^

We beg your hearing patiently. [Exit.

Ham. Is this a Prolo^^ue, or the Poefy of a Ring r

Oph. 'Tis brief, my Lord.

Ham. As Woman's Love,

Enter Player King and §lueen.

Pl. King. Full thirty times has Phcehus^ Car gone round
< 'Neptune's fait Wafii^ and Tellus orb'd the Grouivi,

* And thirty dozen Moons with borrowed fheen

* About the World have twelve times thirty been,

Since Love our Hearts, and Hymen did oui* Hands
Untie, infolding them in facred Bands.

PU <^een. So many Journeys may the Sun and Moon
Make us again count o'er, e'er Love be done ;

But woe is me, you are fo fick of late.

And fo far different f om your former State,

That 1 diftiufV you ; yet tho 1 diftruft,

Difcomfort you, my Lord, it nothing mufl.

Por Wonaeo fear too much^ even as they lovcj

* Now
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* Now WomeiTS Fear and Love hold Quantity,
* In neither ought, or in Extremity,

Now what my Love has been, Proof makes you know }

And as my Love is great, my Fear is fo :

Where Love is great, the fmalleft Doubts are Fear
;

Where little Fear grows great, great Love grows there.

PL King, I muft leave thee, Love, and fliortly too.

My working Powers their Functions leave to do \

But thou fhalt live in this fair World behind.

Honoured, belov'd, and haply one as kind^

For Husband flialt thou-

PL §}ueen. O confound the reft

!

Such Love muft needs be Treafon in my Breaft.

In fecond Husband let me be accurft,

None wed the fecond, but who kill'd the fii'ft.

Har?2. That*s Wormwood.
' P/. <^een. The Inftances that fecond Marriage move^

^ Are bafe Refpeds of Thrift, but none of Love ;

' A fecond time 1 kill my Husband dead,
* When fecond Husband kifles me in Bed.

PL King. 1 do believe you. Think what now you fpcak,^

But what we do determine, oft we break
;

* Purpofe i? but the Slave of Memoiy,
' Of violent Birth, but poor Validity,

^ Which now like Fruits unripe fticks on the Tree,
^ ,But fall unfhaken when they mellow be.

' Moft neceflary 'tis that we forget

* To pay our felves what to our felves is Debt J
* What to our felves in Paflion we propofe,
* The Paftion ending doth the Purpofe lofe

;

* The Violence of either Grief or Joy
* Their own Enadures with themfelves deftroy ;

* Where Joy moft revels, Grief doth moft lament

:

* Grief joys, Joy grieves on flender Accident.

* This World is not for aye, nor is it ftrange

* That even our Loves fhould with our Fortunes change

:

* For 'tis a Qiieftion left us yet to prove,
' Whether Love lead Fortune, or elfe Fortune Love.
^ The great Man down, you mark his Favourite flies

5

* The Poor advanced, makes Friends of Enemies

:

* < Aiid
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^ And hitherto doth Love on Fortune tend,
* For who not needs fliall never lack a Friend

;

^ And who in want a hollow Friend doth try,

* Diredly feafons him his Enemy.
^ But orderly to end where I begun,
* Our Wills and Fates do fo contrary run,

* That our Devices ftill are overthrown :

* Our Thoughts are cui's, their Ends none of our own.
Think ftill thou w^ilt no fecond Husband wed.

But thy Thoughts die when thy fiift Lord is dead.

Ph <^een. Nor Earth to give me Food, nor Heaven

Spore and Repofe lock from me day and night, ^Light^

* To Defperation turn my Truft and Hope,
* And Anchors cheer in Prifon be my Scope,
' Each oppofite that blanks the Face of Joy,
* Meet what I would have w^ell, and it deftroy ;

Both here and hence purfue me lafting Strife,

If once I Widow^ be, and then a Wife.

Ham. If fhe fhould break it now ?

PL King. 'Tis deeply fworn : fweet leave me here a

My Spirits grow- dull, and fain 1 w^ould beguile ^
[while }

The tedious Day w ith Sleep.

Pi, dueen. Sleep rock thy Brain,

And never come mifchance between us twarin. [Exeunt.

Ham. Madam, how like you the Play ?

Slueen. The Lady doth proteft too much methinks.

Ham. O but fhe'U keep her word. [fence in't?

King. Have you heard the Argument? Is there no of-

Ham. No, no, they do but jeft, poifon in jeft, no offence.

King. What do they call the Play ?

Ham. The Moufe-trap
;
marry how ? tropically. This

Play is the Image of a Murder done in Vienna. Gonzago

is the Duke's Name, his Wife Baptifta^ you fliall fee anon '

'tis a knavifli Piece of Work ; but what of that ? your
.

Majefly and we fhall have free Souls, it touches us not
j

|

let the galled Jade winch, our Withers are unwrung.

This is one Lucianus^ Nephew to the King.

Efiter Lucianus. ,

OpheU You are as good as a Chorus, my Lord.
|

Ham,
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Tr^^'^'uV""^ 'T'"^''
betvveenyou and yoiirLoye

It I could fee the Puppits dallyincr.
'

' Ophcl. You are keen my Lord, you are keen.

c \ r"^"* c""^ T' ^''''''"^S take off mineO/A?^/. Still worfe and worie.
fFrf

^ H^w. So you miftake your Husbands.' Be^in ?uP'
derer leave thy damnable Faces and beofn . come
croaknig Raven dorh bellow for Revenue ' '

Luc Thoughts black Hands apt, Dmgs fit, and Tin eConfederate Seafon, and no Creature feeing, fac^reeThou Mixture rank, of Midnioht Weeds coUecf^ed
^

V^ith H^f^/.'sBane, thrice blafted, thrice infefted •

Thy natural Magick and dire Property,
'

On wholefom Life ufurps immediately.
Ham. He poifons him i'th' Garden for his Eftate hi.Name s Gon^a^o

;
the Story is extant, and written in ve!ry choice Italmn

: you fhall fee anon how the Murderer
gets the Love of Gonzago's Wife.

"^ueiei

OpheL The King rifes.

' Ham. What frighted with falfe Fire ?
(glueen. How fares my Lord ?

Pol, Give o'er the Play.

Xing. Give me fome Lights : Away !

PoL Lights, Lights, Lights lExeunt all hut Ha. and Hor.Ham. Why let the ftrucken Deer go weep
The Hart ungalled go play.

For fome muft watch whilfl: fome muft fleep
Thus runs the World away. ^ Would not this. Sir, and
• a Foreft of Feathers, if the reft of my Fortune's turn
lurk with me, with provincial Rofes on my raz'd Shoes
get me a Fellawfnip in a City of Players ^

^

' Hor. Half a Share.
^

^ Ham. A whole one, L
For thou do'ft know, O Damon dear,
This Realm difmantled was
Of Jove himfelf, and now reigns here,
A very very Peacock.
Her, You might have rhym'd.
Ham. O good Horatio^ I'll take the Ghoft's word for

\ thoufand Pound. Didft perceive ?

Hor.
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Hor. Very well, my Lord.

Bam. Upon the talk of the poifoning.

Jiora. I did very well note him.

Ham. Ah, ah, come fome Mufick, come the Recorders

;

* For if the King likes not the Comedy,
* Why then belike he likes it not perdie.

* Come, fome Mufick.

Enter Rofencraus and Guildenftern.

GuiU Good my Lord, vouchfafe me a Word with you.

Ham. Sir, a whole Hiftory,

GmU The King, Sir.

Ham. Ay Sir, what of him ?

Outi. Is in his Retirement marvellous diftempered.

Ham. With Drink, Sir ?

Gml. No, my Lord, with Choler.

Ham. Your Wifdom would fhew it felf richer, to fig-

nify this to the Doctor ; for me to put him to his purga-

tion, would perhaps plunge him into more Choler.

Gml. Good my Lord, put your Difcourfe into fome
And ftart not fo wildly from my Bufinefs. [Frame,

Ham. \ am tame. Sir, pronounce.

GuiU The Queen your Mother, in moft great Afflidion

of Spirit, hath fent me to you.

Ham^ You are welccm.e.

0//7. Nay, good my Lord, this Courtefy is not of the

right breed : if it fhall pleafe you to make me a wholefom
Anfv^^er, I - ill do your Mother's Commandment ; if not,

your Paidon and my Return fhall be the end of the Bufi-

nefs.

Ham. Sir, I cannot,

Kof. What my Lord?
Ham. Make you a wholefom Anfwer, my Wit's difea-

fed : but Sir, fuch Anfwer as I can make, you fhall com-

mand, or rather as you fay, my Mother \ therefore no
more, but to the matter : my Mother, you fay.

^of. Then thus Hie fays. Your Behaviour of late hath

ftruck her into Amazement and Admiration.

Ham. O wonderful Son, that can thus aftonifh a Mo-
ther ! but is there no fequel at the heels of this Mother's

|

Admiration? Impartt
!
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Rof. She defires to fpeak with you in her Clofet, e'ec

you go to bed.

Haw. We fliall obey, were fhe ten times our Mother ;

have you any farther Trade with us ?

Rof My Lord, you once did love me.

Ham. And do ftiil, by thefe Pickers and Stealers.

Rof. Good my Lord, what is the Caufe of your Dif-

temper ? You do furely bar the Door upon your own
Liberty, if you deny your Griefs to your Friend.

Ham. Sir, I lack Advancement.

Rof How can that be, when you have the Voice of

the King, himfelf for your Succeflion in Denmark ?

Enter Horatio with Recorders.

Ham. Ay Sir, but while the Grafs grows, the Pro-

verb is fomething mufty : Oh the Recorders, let me fee

one to withdraw with you
^
why do you go about to

recover the Wind of me, as if you would drive me into

a Toil ?

Guil. O, my Lord, if my Duty be too bold, my Love
is too unmannerly.

Ham. I do not well underfland that, will you play

upon this Pipe ?

Guil. Mj^ Lord, I cannot.

Ham. 1 pray you.

I Guil, Believe me I caflnot.

1 Ham, I befeech you.

,
GuiL I know no touch of it, my Lord.

Ham. It is as eafy as Lying
;

govern thefe Vantages

Vv'ith your Fingers and the Thumb
;

give it breath with

your Mouth, and it will difcourfe mofl eloquent Mufick ;

look you, thefe are the Stops.

1- Guil. But thefe cannot 1 command to any Utterance

;. of Harmony, 1 have not the Skill.

0 Ham. Why look ye now, how unworthy a thing you
make of mc; you would play upon me, you would ieem

h to know my Stops, you would pluck out the Heart of my
xMyfl:ery,you would found me from my lowed Note to the

). top of my Compafs ; and there is much Mufick, excel-

s lent Voice in this little Organ, yet cannot you make it

fpeakt S'Death, do you think 1 am eafici to be plaiJ

1 f on



62 Hamlet^ Frince of Denmark.
on than a Pipe ? Call aie what Inftrument you v/ill, tho
you can fret me, you cannot play upon me.

Enter Polonius.

P(?/. My Lord, the Queen would fpeak with you, and
prefentiy.

Ham. Do you fee yonder Cloud that's almoft in ftrape

of a Camel ?

Pol. 'Tis like a Camel indeed.

Ham. Methinks 'tis like a V^ezel.

Pol. It is black like a Wezel.

Ham. Or like a Whaie,
Pol Very like a Whale.

Ham. Then I will come to my Mother by and by
\ [by.

They fool me to the top of my bent. ' I will come by and
« Pol. I will fay fo. [Ex/V.
« Ham. By and by is eafily faid. Leave me Friends.

*Tis now the very w^itching time of night,

When Church-yards yaun, and Hell it felf breathes out
Contagion to the World : Now could 1 drink hot blood,

And do fuch Deeds as Day it felf

Would quake to look on. Soft ! now to my Mother :

0 Heart lofe not thy Nature ! let not ever

The Soul of Kero enter this firm Bofom !

Let me be cruel, not unnatural ;

1 will fpeak Daggers to her, but ufe none.
* My Tongue and Soul, in this be Hypocrites

:

* How in my words foever fhe be fhent,

' To give them Seals never my Soul confent. [Exit.

Enter Kmg^ Rofencraus and Guildenftern.

King. 1 like him not, nor ftands it fafe with us

To let his Madnefs range ; therefore prepare you,
' 1 your Commiffion v/ill forthwith difpatch,

* Aild he to England fhall along with you,

* The Terms of our Eftate may not endure
* Hazards fo hear us as doth hourly grow
* Out of his Lunacies.

* Guil. We will oui* felves provide

;

* Mod Holy and Religious Fear it is

« To
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* To keep thofe many Bodies fafe,

* That live and feed upon your Majefty,
^ Rof. Tiie fingle and peculiar Life is bound

^ With all the Strength and Armour of the Mind,
« To keep it felf from Noyance ; but much more
< That Spirit, upon whofe Weal depends and refis
« The Lives of many: The 'Ceafe of Majefty
* Dies not alone, but like a Gwlf doth draw
< What's near it with it ; or it is a mafly Wheel,
€ Fix'd on the Summit of the higheft Mount,
* To whofe huge Spokes ten thoufand lefler things
« Are morteic'd and adjoined, which when it falfs,
<• Each fmall Annexment, petty Confequence

'

« Attends the boiftrous Ruin ; never alone
'

« Did the King figh, but with a general Groan.
King. Arm then I pray you to this fpeedy Voyage,

Por we will Fetters put about this Fea«
Which now goes too free-footed..

Rof. We vvill make bafte. [Exmnt ^koL Guil,.

Enter Pofonius.
PoL Si4-, he's going to his Mother's Clofet,

Behind the Arras I'll convey my felf

To hear the Procefs ; I'll warrant flie'll tax him home.
And as you faid, and wifely was it faid,

Tis meet that fome more Audience than a Wotlier,
Smce Nature makes them partial, fhould o'er-hcar
Their Speech. Fare you well, my L'ege,
ril call upon you e'er you go to bed,
And tell you what I hear. [/Tv/V..

King. Thanks, dear my Lord.

0 my Offence is rank, it fmells to Heaven
;

It hath the elJeft Curfe upoa'r,
A Brother's Murder : pray I cannot,
Tho Inclination be as fharp as Will,
My ftronger Guilt defeats my ftrons; Intent

;

And like a Man to double Bufinefs bound,
1 ftand in paufe where 1 fhall firft begio,
And both negled. What if this curfed Hand
Were thicker than it felf with Brother's Blood ?

Is tliere not Rain enough in the fweet Heavens
F 2 To
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To wafli it white as Snow ? Whereto ferves Mere}',

Eut to confront the Vifage of Offence ?

* And what's in Prayer, but this twofold Force,
* To be foreftalled e'er we come to fall,

* Or pardon'd being down ?' Then I'll look up:
?viy Fault is pall ; but oh ! what Form of Prayer

Can ferve my turn ? Forgive me my foul Murder \

That cannot be, fince 1 am ftill pollefs'd

Of thofe Effeds for which I did the Murder,

My Crown, mine own Ambition, and my Qiiectt :

^^ay one be pardon'd, and retain til' Offence ?

In rhe corrupted Currents of this VC^orld,

Ottence's giUcd Hand may fhove by Juftice
;

And oft 'tis feen the wicked Prize it felf

Euvs out the Law: but 'ris not fo above.

There is no fliuffling ; there the Aclion lies

In its true Nature, and v/e our felves compel'd

Even to the Teeth and Forehead of our Faults

To give in evidence. What then ! what refts ?

Try what Repentance can ; what can it not ?

Yet what can it when one cannot repent ?

O wretched ?tate ! O Bofom black as Death !

0 limed Soul ! that llruggling to be free.

Art more engaged !
* help Angels, make aflay,

Bow ftubborn Knees, and Heart with Strings of Steel

Be fjft as Sinews of the new-born Babe,

All may be well. [The King kneels.

Enter Hamlet.

Hntn. Where is tins Murderer p he kneels and prays.

And now I'll do'r, and fo he goes to Heaven,

And fo am I reveng'd : that would be fcann'd—

—

He kiird my Father, and for that

1 his fole Son fend him to Heaven.

Why this is P^eward not Revenge :

He took my Father grofly ^ full of Bread,'

With all his Crimes broad blown as flufh as May^
And how his Audit (lands, who knows fave Heaven ?

Eut in our Circumftances and Courfe of Thought,

'Tis heavy with him j and am I then reveng'd,

To take him in the purging of his Soal,

W/iez2
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When he is fit and feafon'd for his Paflage > No^-
Up Sword, and know thou a more horrid time.
When he is drunk, afleep, or in his rage^
Or in th' inceftuous Pleafures of his Bed,
^ At Gaming, Swearing,' or about fome Ad^,
That has no Relifh of Salvation in't.

Then trip him, that his Heels may kick at Heaven,.
* And that his Soul may be as damn'd and black
* As Hell whereto it goes my Mother ftays^.

This Phyfick but prolongs thy fickly Days. ^Exik-^
King. My Words fly up, my Thoughts remain below>.

Words without Thoughts never to Heaven oq.

Enter §lueen and Polonius.
PoL^ He will come ftrait, look you lay home to him^.

Tell him his Pranks have been too broad to bear with ,

And that your Grace hath {tood between
^

Much Heat and him. I'll here conceal my felf.

Pray you be round with him.
* Ham. within. Mother, Mother, Mother,
S^en. I warrant you, fear me not.

Withdraw, I hear him coming.

Enter Hamlet. •

Ham. Now Mother, what's the matter?
ilueen. Hamlet, thou haft thy Father much ofFended.-
Ham. Mother, you have my Father much ofFendedo-
Queen. Come, come, you anfwer with an idle Tongue.^^
Ham. Go, go, you queftiori with a wicked Tongue..
Slueen. Why how now, Hamlet ?
Ham. What's the matter now ?
^een. Have you forgot me ?

Ham. No, ^ by the Rood, not fo.
You are the Queen, your Husband's Brother's Wife
And would it were not fo, you are my Mother.

Silieen. Nay then I'll fet thofe to you that can fpcak..
Hami Come, come, and fit you' down, vou fhall nor

rou go not till 1 fet you up a Glaf?,
'

[budge,
V^'here you may fee the utmoft part of you.

ilueen. What wilt thou do ? ihou wih not murder me ?

'

lelp, ho !

PoL What ho^ help. lE0hind Arras^

F 3 U'im*
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Ham. How now, a Rat ? dead for a Diicketj dead.

\KilU Pot
ToL O I am flain.

Queen^ O me, what haft thou done ?

Ham. Nay, 1 know not, is rt the King ?

Queen. O what a ralh and bloody Deed is this ?

Ham, A bloody Deed, almoft as bad, good Mother,

As kill a King, and many with his Brother.

Queen. As kill a King.

ilam. Ay, Lady, 'twas my word.

Thou wretched, rafh, intriding Fool, farewel •

1 took thee for thy better, take thy Fortune
;

Thou find'ft to be too bufy, is fome danger.

Leave wringing of your Fiands
;

peace, fit you down.

And let me wring your Heart, for fo 1 fhall,

If it be made of penetrable fluff,

« If damned Cuftom have not brazM it fo,

* That it be Proof and Bulwark againft Senfe.

ilueen. What have I done, that thou dar'ft v;'ag thy

In Noife fo rude againft me ? [Tongue

Ham. Such an A61,

That blurs the Gi'ace and Blufli of Modefty,

Calls Vertue Hypocrite, talces off the Rofe

Trom the fair Forehead of an innocent Love,

And fets a Blifter there, makes Marriage-Vows

As falfe as Dicers Oaths : Oh fuch a Deed !

As from the Body of Contraclion plucks

The very Soul, and fweet Religion makes

A Rhapfody of Words. ' Heaven s Face does glow \

< Yea, this Solidity and compound Mafs,

< With heated Vifage as againft the Doom,
Is thouizht-fick at the Ad.

Ah me ! that Ad !

Guieen. Ah me, what Acl

!

Miw. ' That roars fo )oud, and thunders in the Index.

Look here upon this Piclure, and on this

"I he cotmterfeit Prefentment of two Brothei-s ;

-.See what a Grace v^as feated on this Brow,

Hypcno?i's Curls, the Front of Jove himfelf.

An Eye like Mars^ to threaten and coniiiiand.
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* A Station tike the Herald Mercury^
* New lighted on a Heaven-kifTing Hill

;

A Combination, and a Form indeed.

Where every God did feem to fet his Seal,

To give the World Afftn-ance of a Man;
This was your Husband. Look you now what follow;?
Here is your Husband, like a mildewed Ear,

^

Blading his wholefom Brother, 'Have you Eyes ^

Could you on this fair Mountain leave to feed.
And batten on the Moor ? H.i, have you Eves'?
You cannot call it Love, for at your Age
The heyday of the Blood is tame, it's humble,
And waits upon the Judgment ; and what Judgment
Would ilep from this to this ? Senfe fure you^have,
Elfe could you not have Motion ; but fure that Senfe
Is apoplex'd : for Madnefs would not err.

Nor Senfe to Extafy was ne'er fo thrall'd.

But it referv'd fome quantity of Chohre
To ferve in fuch a difference. < What Devil was't,
* That thus h.uh cozen'd you at hoodman blind ?
« Eyes without Feeling, Feeling without Siglit,

* Ears without Hands or Eyes, Smelling fans all,
' Or but a fickly part of one true Senfe,
' Could not fo mope.' Oh Shame, where is thv Blufh^
Rebellious Hell,

^

If thou canft mutiny in a Matron's Bones
To fiaming Youth, let Vertue be as Wax,
And melt in her own Fire, proclaim no Shame,
When the compulfive Ardor gives the Char^^e,.

Since Froft it felf as adively doth burn,
^

As Reafon panders Will.

Queen. O Hamlet^ fpeak no more

;

Thou turn'ft my very Eyes into my Soul,
« And there 1 fee fuch black and grieved Spot5^
* As will leave there their tindl.

Han. Nay, but to live

In the rank Sweat of an inceftuous Bed,
Stew'd in Corruption, * honying, and making Love
* Over the nafty Sty.

Qtieen. O fpeak to me no more^

Thcfc
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Thefe Words like Daggers enter in oiin^ Ears.

No more, fweet Hamlets

Ham. A Murderer and a Villain

!

A Slave, that's not the twentieth part the Tythe
Of your precedent Lord ^ a Vice of Kings,

A Cutpurfe of the Empire and the Rule,

That from a Shelf the precious Diadem ftole^.

And put it in his Pocket

:

A King of Shreds and Patches*

Enter Ghoji,

Save me, and hover o'er me with your Wings,
You heavenly Guards ; what would your gracious Figure ?

^een, Alas ! he's mad.
Ham. Do you not iX)me your tardy Son to chide ?

That laps'd in Time and Paflion, let's go by

Th' important a£ling of your dread Command ? O fay !

Gho/L Do not forget ; this Vifitation

Is but to whet thy almoft blunted Purpofe.

But look^ Amazement on thy Mother fits

:

O ftep between her and her fighting Soul

!

Conceit in weakeft Bodies ftrongeft works

:

Speak to her, Hamlet.

Ham. How is it with you. Madam ?

Giueen. Alas! how is't with you^

That ycu do bend your Eye on Vacancy,

And with th' incorporeal Air do hold Difcourfe ?

Eorth at youi Eyes your Spirits wildly peep
;

And as the fleecing Soldiers in th' Alarm,

Your Hair ftarts up and (lands an end : O gentle Son !

Upon the Heat and Flame of thy Diftemper

Sprinkle cool Patience ; whereon do you look ?

Ham. On him, on him look you how pale he glares^

His Form and Caufe conjoint, preaching to Stones

Would made them capable: do not look upon me^
Left w^ith this piteous Adion you convert

My ftern Effeds ; then .what I have to do.

Will want true Colour, Tears perchance for Blood*

(^een. To whom do you fpeak this ?

Ham. Do you fee nothing there ?

§^een. Nothing at ^1, yet all that's herel fesr

^^^^^
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Ham, Nor did you nothing hear ?

^.een. No nothing but our Telves.

Ham, Why look you there, look how it ftadks away^
My Father in his Habit as he Hv'd

;

Look where he goes, even now out at the Poital.

l^Exii Ghojl.

Quee?!. This is the very Coinage of your Brain,

This bodilefs Creation Extafy is very cunning in.

H^7/!. My Pulfe, as yours, doth temperately keep tinie^

And makes as healthful Mufick : it is not KLidnefs

That I have uttered, bring me to the Teft,

And I the matter will reword ; which Madnefs
Cannot do. Mother, for Love of Grace,

Lay not that flattering Undion to your Soul,

That not your Trefpafs, but my Madnefs fpeaks j
It will but skin and film the ulcerous place.

Whiles rank Corruption mining all within,

Infeds unfeen : Confefs your felf to Heaven,
Repent what's paft, avoid w^hat is to come ^
* And do not fpread the Compoft on the Weeds,
* To make them ranker. Forgive me this my Vertue j
* For in the Fatnefs of thefe purfy Times,
* Vertue it felf of Vice muft pardon beg,

* Yea curb and woe for leave to do him good,

£lueen. O Hamlet^ thou haft cleft my Heart.

Ham. Then throw away the worfer part of ity

And live the purer with the other half.

Good-night, but go not to my Uncle's Bed

;

Aflume a Vertue if you have it not.

< That Monfter Cuftom, who all Senfe doth ear,

c Of Habits Devil, is Angel yet in this,

« That to the life of Adions tair and good
^ He likewife gives a Frock or Livery,

« That apily is put on ; refrain to-nighr,

^ And that fhall lend a kind of Eafinefs

< To the next Abftinence, the next more eafy ;

' For life almoft can change the Stamp of Nature,

* And maftcr the Devil, or throw him out

^ With wondrous Potency. Once more good-night,

^ And when you are delirous to be bleft,

.

^ ^ rii
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* rU Blefling beg of you for this fame L-ord,

[Pointing t$ PoU
I do repent ; but Heaven hath pleas'd it fo.

To punil"h me with this, and this with me.
That I muft be their Scourge and Minifter.

1 will beftow him, and will anfwer well

The Death I gave him ; fo again good-nighr,

1 muft be cue!, only to be kind
;

Thus bad begins, and worfe remains behind.

One worJ more.

^lueerj. What fhall I do ?

Ham. ' Not this by no means that I bid you do,

Let not the King tempt you to bed again,

* Pinch wanton on your Cheek, call you his Moufe
J,

' And let him not for a pair of reechy KifTes,

* Or padling in your Neck with his damn'd Fingers,

Make you to ravel all this matter out,

That 1 eflentially am net in Madnefs,

But mad in Craft ; * 'twere good you let him knov^,

* For who that's but Qiieen, fair, fober, wife,-

* Would from a Paddock, from a: Bat, a Gib,

* Such dear Concernings hide ? who would do fo ?

* No, in defpite of Senfe and Secrecy

* Unpeg the Basket on the Houfe's top,

* Let the Bii:ds fly, and like the famous Ape,
* To try the Condufions in the Basket creep,

* And break your own Neck down.
i2j^ee77. Be thou afTur'd, if Words be made of Breathy

And Breath of Life, I have no Life to breathe

What thou haft faid to me.

Haf?7. 1 muft to England^ you know that.

Queen. Alack 1 had forgot,

'Tis fo concluded on.

Ham. * There's Letters feal'd, and my two School-fi

* Whom I will truft as I will Adders fang'd, [low

' They bear the Mandate ; they muft fweep my way,
' And marftjal me to Knavery : let it work,
* For 'tis the Sport to have the Engineer
' Hoiftwith his own Petard, and 'tfhall go hard

But I will delve one Yard below their Mines,
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^
And blow them at the xMooii : O 'tis mod Aveet

' When in one Line two Crafts diredrly meet.
'

This Man will fet me packing,
'11 lug the Guts into the neighbour Room.

Mother, good-night
; this Counfellor

is now moft ftilj, moft fecret, and moft grave
Who was in's Life a foolifli prating Knave.

^

Come Sir, to draw toward an end with you.

r' J • L w ,
1^^^^^ Hamlet^ dragging in Polonlus;

Good-nighty Mothet.

A C T IV. S C E N E I.

A Royal Apartment.

Enter King and (^ueen^ with Rofencraus and Guildenftern.

King. ^TpHere's matter in thefe Sighs, ^ thefe profound

,V7L ^ You muft expound them : [Heaves,
Where is your Son ? .

i >

Queen. Beftow this place on us a little while.

[Exeunt Ko(. (^;^ QxxW.
iin my Lord, what have I feen to-night ?

King. What, Gertrard ^ how does Hawlet
S^ueen. Mad as the Sea and Wind, when both contend

Which is the mightier in his lawlefs Fit
;

Behind the Arras hearing fomething ftir.

Whips out his Rapier, cries a Rat, a Rat,
And in this brainifh Apprehenfion kills

The unfeen good old xMan.

King. O heavy Deed !

It had been fo with us, had we been there:
' His Liberty is full of Threats to all,

' To you your felf, to us, to every one.
Alas, how fhall this bloody Deed be anfwer'd ?

^ it will be laid to us, whofe Providence
* Should have rcftrain'd

* This mad young Man : but fo much was our Love,
[
We would not underftand what was moft fit,

'Bufc
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« But like the Owner of a fou! Difeafe,

< To keep it from divulging, lej it feed

^ Even on the Pith of Life : where is he gone ?

Queen, To draw apart the Body he hath kill'd,

< 0*er whom his Madnefs like fomeOar,
« Among a Mineral of Metal bafe,

« Shews it felf pure ^' he weeps for what is done.

King* GertrarJ, come away
j

The Sun no fooner Ihall the Mountains touch,

But we will fhip him hence ; and this vile Deed
Wc muft withal our Majefty and Skill,

Enter Rof. and Guil.

Both countenance and excufe. Ho, GHildenftern-^ .

Friends both, go join with you fome further Aid' 5

Hamlet in Madnefs hath Polonius flain.

And from his Mother's Clofet has he dragged him :

Go feek him out, fpeak fair, and bring the Body
Into the Chappel ; 1 pray you hafle in this.

Come, Gertraniy we'll call up our wifeft Friends,

And let them know both what we mean to do,

And what's untimely done :

« Whofe Whifper o'er the World's Diameter,
< As level as the Cannon to his Blank,

* Tranfports his poifon'd Shot, may mifs our Name,
* And hit the woundlefs Air. O come away^
* My Soul is full of Difcord and Difmay. ' [_Exetwt»

Enter Hamlet.
Ham* Safely ftow'd. [^Within. Hamlet / l.oxi Hamlet*

Ham. WhatNoife? who czWs Hamlet ?

O here they come.

Kof, What have you done, my Lord, w'ith the dead Body?

Ham, Compounded it with Duft, v»'hereto it is a-kin.

Rof. Tell us where 'tis, that we may take it thence.

And bear it to the Chappel.

Ham. Do not believe it.

Kof. Believe what ?

H^im. That I can keep your Counfel, and not my own :

befides, to be demanded of a Spunge, what Replication

fliould be made by the Son of a King ?

Rof. Take you me for a Spunge, my Lord ?

Ham*
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Ham. Ay Sir, that foaks up the King's Countenance

his Rewards, his Authorities : but fuch Officers do th^
King beft fervice in the end, he keeps them like an Ap.
pie in the corner of his Jaw, firft mouth'd to be laft fwal-
low'd ; when he needs what you have gleaned, it is bcrt
fqueezirig you, and fpunge, you fliall be diy again.

Rof. 1 underftand you not, my Lord.
^

Ham. I am glad of it; a knayifli Speech fleeps in 3
foolilli Ear.

^

Rof. My Lord, you muft tell us where the Body is and
go with us to the King.

*

Ham. 'The Body is with the King, but the Kinc^ \\
* not with the,Body ; the King is a thing.

^

' Gull. A thing, my Lord ?

^ Ham. Of nothing bring mc to him. [Exeunt.
Enter King and Gentlemen.

King. I have fent to feek him, and to find tiie Body
;How dangerous is it that this Man gov-s loofc ?

Yet muft we not put the ftrong Law upon him ;

He's lov'd of the diftraded Mulcitude,

Who like not in their Judgment, but their Eyes 4
'

And where 'tis fo, th' Offender's Scourge is \vei ^h'd

But never the Offence. To bear all fiiiooth and eveji
This fudden fending him away muft feem
Deliberate Paufe : Difeafes defperate grown.
By defperate Appliance are relieved,

Or not at all.

Enter Rofencraus and Guildenftern.
* King. How now ? what hath befallen ?

Rof, V^^here the dead Body is beftow'd, my Lord,
We cannot get from him.

King. But where is he ?

• Rof. Without, my Lord, guarded, to know your pleafurc
King. Bring him before us.

R(^f. Ho, bring in the Lord Hamlet.

Enter Hamlet and Guards.
King. Now Hamlet^ where's Polonius ?

Ham. At Supper.

King. At Supper ! where ?

G
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Ham, Not where he eats, but where he is eaten ; a

certain Convocation of politick Worms are e*en at him ; i

* Your Worm is your only Emperor for Diet. We f;^ *

* all Creatures eUe to fit us, and we fat our fclves for •

^ Maggots your fat King and your lean Beggar is but '

« variable Sevvice j two Dillies but to one Table, that'^ '

* the end.
,

'

* King, Alas ! alas !
'

* Ham. A Man may fifh With the Worm that hath eat '

^ of a King, eat of the Fifh that hath fed of that Worm.
* Khtg* What doft thou mean by this ?

^ Ham. Nothing, but to (hew you how a King may go :

'

^ a Pro^refs through the Guts of a Bess:ar.

King. Wnere is PoLmius f

Ham. In Heaven ; fend thither to fee : if your Meflenger

find him not there, feek him i'lh' other place your felf

:

but indeed if you find him not within this Month, you
fnall nofe him as you go up the Stairs into the Lobby.

King, Go feek him there.
|

Ham. He wnll ftay till you come.
'

King. Hamlet^ this Deed, for thine efpecial Safety,

' Which w^e do tender, as vvc dearly grieve '

* For that which thou haft done/ muft fend thee hence
j

Therefore prepare thy felf.

The Bark is ready, and the Wind fits fair,

« Th' Aflbciates tend, and every thing is bent

For England.

Ham. For Endand }

King. Ay Hamlets !

Ham. Good.
King. So is it if thou knew^'ft our Piirpofes.

Ham. I fee a Cherube that fees them ; but come, for;

Pra-ewel^ dear Mother. \^Englandm

King, Thy loving Father, Hamlet.

Ham, ^^y Mother ; Father and J>Iother is Man and Wife,;

Man and Wile is one Flelli j and fo my Mother. Farewel

Come, for England. [Exit. ^Mother.

King, Follow him.

Tempt him with fpeed aboarJ,
• X>cl3y ic not,' Til have bim l:en^:c to-niglu :

Away
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Away, for every thing is feal'd and done,
* That elfe leans on tlie Affair

;
pray you make hafte.

And England^ if my prefent Love thou holdft at ought|
* As my great Power thereof may give thee Senfe^
^ Since yet thy Cicatrice looks raw and red

* After the DanifJj Sword, and thy fl-ee Awe
* Pays homage to us, thou may*ft not coldly (et

* Our Sovereign Procefs, which imports at full

* Ey Letters conjuring to that efFed

The prefent Death of Hamlet ;
* do it Englandy

* For like the Heftick in my 3lood he rager,

* And thou muft cure me : till 1 know 'tis done,
^ How e'er my haps, my Joys were ne'er begun. ^Exit^

* Enter Fortinbras iv'ith his Army over the Stage•

* Tor, Go Captain, from me greet the DantO) King,
* Tell him that by his Licence Eortinbras
* Craves the Conveyance of a promis'd March
Over his Kingdom

;
you know the Rendezvous ':

* If that his Majefty would ought with us,

* We fliall exprefs our Duty in his Eye,,

f"
And let him know fo.

< Capt. 1 will do't, my Lord.
* For. Go foftly on. {^Exii Faiv

* Enter Hamlet, Rofencraus, ere.

* Ham. Goodi Sir, whofe Powers are thefe ?

* Capt. They are of Norway^ Sir.

» . ^ Ham. How propos'd, Sir, 1 pray you ?

' ' ^ C^pt. Againft fome part of Poland.
* Ham. W\iO commands them. Sir ?

* Capt. T^i^ JSIephew of old Norway^ Tartinhra^o-

* Ham. Goes it againft the Main of Poland^ Sir,

* Or againft fome Frontier ?

* Capt. Truly to fpeak, and with no Addition,

« We go to gain a little Patch of Ground,
< That hath in it no Profit but the Name

:

< To pay five DiKkets, five, I would not farm it {

« Nor will it yield to Norway or the Pole

< A ranker Rate, (hould it be fold in fee.

* Ham. Why then the Pollack never will defend it.

' Capt. Nay it is already garifon dt

. G2 [Harm
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^ Nam. Two thoufatid Souls, and 20000 Duckets

* Will not debate the Qiieftion of this ftraw
;

* This is th' Impofthume of much Wealth and Peace,
^ That inward breaks, and fhews no caufe without
* Why the Man dies, I humbly thank you. Sir,

* Capt, God be w'ye, Sii.

^ Rof. Will't pleafe you go, my Lord ?

* Mam. I'll be with you ftrait, go a little before.

« How all Occafions do inform againft me,
« And fpur my dull Revenge ? What is a Man,
< If his chief Good and Market of his time

< Be but to fleep and feed ? a Beaft, no more.
* Sure he that made us with fuch large Difcourft,

^ Looking before and after, gave us not
« That Capability and God -like Reafon
* To ruft in us unus'd : now whether it be
* Beftial Oblivion, or fome craven Scruple

« Of thinking too precifely on th' Event,

< A Thought which quartered hath but one part Wifdora,

< And ever three parts Coward ; I do not know
< Why yet I live to fay this thing's to do,

< Sith I have Caufe, and Will, and Strength, and Means
< To do't. Examples grofs as Earth exhort me ;

< Witnefs this Army of fuch Ma fs and Charge,
^ Led by a delicate and tender Prince,

« Whofe Spirit with Divine Ambition puft,

< Makes mouths at the invifible Event,

< Expofing what is mortal and unfure

< To all that Fortune, Death, and Danger dare,

^ Even for an Egg-ftiell. Rightly to be great,

< Is not to flir without great Argument j

< But greatly to find quarrel in a ftraw,

f When Honour's at the ftake. How ftand I then,

« That have a Father kill'd, a Mother ftain'd,

* Excitements of my Reafon and my Blood,

* And let all fleep, while to my fhame I fee

* The imminent Death of twenty thoufand Men,
* That for a Fantafy and Trick of Fame
* Go to their Graves like Beds, fi^ht for a Plot

* Whereon the Numbers cannot try the Caufe,
' « Which



* Which is not Tomb enough and Continent
^ To hide the Slain ? O from this time forth,
* My Thoughts be bloody, or be nothing woith ! \Exit^

Enter ^een^ Horatio^ and a Gentleman^
Gjueen* I will not fpeak with her.

Gent. She is importunate,^

Indeed diftraded, and deferves pity.

(ojueen. What' would Ihe have ?

Gent. Shefpeaks much of her Father, fays fhe hears

There's Tricks i'th' World, and hems, and beats her Heart^

Spurns envioufly at Straws, fpeaks things in doubt.

That carry but half Senfe, her Speech is nothing
j

Yet the unfhaped Ufe of it doth move
The Hearers to Colledion, * they aim at it,-

* And botch the Words up fit to their own Thoughts

;

Which, as her Winks, and Nods, and Geilures yield them^
* Indeed would make one think there might be Thoughts^-

Tho nothing fure, yet much unhappily,

Hor. 'Twere good (he were fpoken with, for (lie may
Dangerous Conjedures in ill-breeding Minds,- [^ftrew

Let her come in.

Enter Ophelia.
* ^sen. To my fick Soul, as Sin's true Nature \s^~

* Each Toy feems Prologue to fome great amifs 5

* So full of artlefs Jealoufy is Guilt,

* It fpills it felf in fearing to be fprlt.

Oph. Where is the beauteous Majefty of Denmark ?

^een. How now, Ophelia ^ [She ftngf^

[ther one ?

Oph. How Q-.ould I your true Love know from ano^
By his cockle Hat and Staff, and by his Sandal Shoon.

ilueen. Alas, fweet Lady, what imports this Song ?

Oph, Say you, nay pray you mark :

He is dead and gone
^
Lady, he is dead and gone^ fSingf>

J[t his Head a grafs-green Turfy at his Heels a Stune.

Oho.
ilueen. Nay but, Ophelia.

Oph, Pray you mark*



7S H A M L E T, Prince of Denm ark.

H'hhe his Shcau'd as the MauntAin Snou\
Larded all ivlth f'jueet F '

Which heweept to the Ground .....

With true Love-shoivers.

Enter King»
* Gjueen. Alas, look here, my Lord.

King. How do you_, pretty Lady ?

Oph. Well good dild you, 'they fay the Owl was a Ba-
ker's Daughter : we know what we are, bat know not
what we may be, -

King. Conceit upon her Father.

Oph. Pray .let's liave no words of thii, bat when they

a^k you what it means, fay you this

:

To-mcrrow is St. Valentine'^ Bay^ ^Sings.

jill in the Morning hetirae,

jind 1 a Maid at your Window
To be your Valentine.

King. Pietty Ophelta.

Oph. Indeed without an Oath, I'll make an end on'r.

Jhen up he rofe^ and dcnd his CUthts^ and ope*d the Chum-
^ber Doer

;

Let in the Ma'id^ that out a Maid never departed more.
* B^j Gis arui by Saint Charity^

* Alack and fie for fljame^
* Ycung Men "juili dot if they come to^ty

^ By cock they are to llame. ^zi ed,

* Tluarh fije^ befare you tumbled me^ you promised me to

* (He anfwers) So fbould I have done^ by yonder Sun^
* ylnd thou hadfi not co?ne to m-j Bed.

King. How icng hath fhe been thus ?

Oph. 1 hope all will be well, we muft be parient : bur

I cannot chufe bur weep, to think they would lav him
i'th' cold Ground

;
my Brother fr-all know of it, and fo

1 thank you for your good Counfel.

Come my Conch, 2CK)d-night Ladies, good-night,

Srveet Ladies, cood-nigbt, good-night. [Exit.

King. Follow her clofe, give her good watch I pray you :

O this is the Poifon of deep Grief, it fprings

All from her Father's Death. ^ O GertrjirJy Gcrtrard^

* >5rhcn Sorrows come, the? come net finale Sf
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« But in Battalions : firfl, her Father flain,

* Next, your Son gone, and he moft violent Author
< OF his' own juft Remove; the People muddied,
< Thick and unwholefom in their Thoughts and Whi/pers
< For good Polonm5^T>t2i\\\ and we have done but greenly,
* Obfcurely to inter him ; poor Ophelia

* Divided trom her felf and her fair Judgment,
* Without which we are but Pictures, or mere Eeafl:5#

* Laft, and as much containing as all thel^.

Her Brother is in fecret come from Trance^

^ Feeds on this Wonder, keeps himfelf in Clouds,
^ And wants not Whifpers to infed his Ear
* With peftilent Speeches of his Father's Death,
* Wherein neceffity of matter beggar'd,

* Will nothing ftick our Perfon to arraign

* In ear and ear. O my dear Gertrard^ this

^ Like to a murdering piece in many places

' Gives me fuperfluous Death. [^A Noife within*
Enter Gentlemen*

* Qjieen. Alack, what Noife is this ?

King, ' Where are my Swijfers / let them guard the door
What is the matter ?

Gent. ^ Save your felf, my Lord.

* The Ocean over-peering of his Lift,

* Eats not the Flats with more impetuous hafte,

* Than' young Laertes in a riotous head

O'er-bears your Officers ; the Rabble call him Lord :

' And as the Wodd were novv but to be^iin,

* Antiquity forgot, Cuftom not known,"
' The Ratiflers and Props of every w^oi-d.

They cry, chufe v^t Laertes for our King
;

Caps, Hands, and Tongues applaud it to the Clouds,

Laertes fliall be King, Laertes King.

(^een. * How chearfuUy on the falfe Trail they cvf.

Noije within*

O this is counter, you hik Dani/lj Dogs!
* King. The Doors are broke.

Laer. within. Where is the King ? Sirs, ftand you all

without.

All. No, let's come in.
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Laer. I pray you give me leave.

ML We will, we will.

Laer. I thank you, keep the Door*
Enter Laertes.

© thou vile King,, give me my Father.

Q^een. Calmly, §ood Laertes*

Laer. That drop of Blood that's calm, proclafms me
Cries Cuckold to my Father, brands the Harlot [;Bafterd,

Even here between the chafte unfmitched Brows
Of my true Mother.-

King^ What is the caufe, Laertes^

That thy Rebellion looks fo Giant-like ^
Let him go, Gertrardy do not fear our Perfon j.

There's fuch Divinity doth hedge a King,

ThatTreafon dares not reach at what it wouM^
Ads liitle of his Will. Tell me, Laertes,

^ Why thou artnhus incens'd let him go,.G^r/r4///<,-

Speak Man.

Laer* Where is my Father ?,

Glueen. But not by him.

King. Let him demand his fill.

Laer. How came he dead ? V\\ not be juggled with %

To Hell Allegiance, Vows to the blackeft Devil,

Confcience and Grace to the profoundeft Pitj

* 1 dare Damnation/ . To this point Lftand,

That both the Worlds I give to Negligence,

Let come what will, only I'll be reveng'd

Mod: throughly for my Fcuhcr*

King. Who fhall ftay you ?

Laer. My Will, not all the World

:

And for my means, I'll husband them fo well.

They fhall go far with little.

King. Will you, in revenge of your

Dear Father's Deafh, deftroy both Friend and Foe?

Laer, None but his Enemies.

King. Will you know them then ?

Laer. To his good Friends thus wide Til ope my hums.

And like the kind Life-rendring Pelican

Relieve them with my Blood*

King.-
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1

King. Why now you fpenk
Like a good Child, and a true Gentleman.
That 1 am guiltlefs of your Father's Death,
And am moft fenfible in grief for ir

It ftall ar. level to your Judgment He*
As Day does to your eye.

Within. O poor Ophelia !
Laer. Let her come in.

Enter Ophelia.
* How now ? what noife is that ?

« O Hear, dry up my Brains ; Tears feven times fair,
* Eurn out the Senfe and Virtue of mine eye.
By Heaven, thy xMadnefs fliall be paid with weight,
Till our Scale turn the Beam. O Rofe of Ma^ !
Dear Maid

! kind Sifter, fweet Ophelia /
O Heavens

! is't poflible a youn^ Maid's Wits
Should be as mortal as a fick Main's Life I

Oph. They bore him hare-facd on the Bier^
jind in his Grave rain'd many a Tear.
Tare you well^ my Dove.

Laer. Hadft thou thy Wits^^ and didft perfuade ileven<>e.
It could not move us. '

.
- ^ '

Oph. You muft fing a-down, a-down,
And you call him a-down-a. O how the Wheel becomes iti
It is the falfe Steward that ftole his Mafler's Daughter.

Laer. This nothing is much more than Matter.
Oph. There's Rofemary, that's for Remembrance

; pray
.you, Love, remember: and there's Fancies, that's for
Thoughts.

Laer. A Document in Madnefs, Thoughts and Remem-
brance fitted.

Oph. There's Fennel for you, and Columbines; there's
Rue for you, and here's fome for me, we may call it.

Herb of Grace o' Sundays
; O you may wear your Rue

with a difference. There's a Daify : 1 would give you fgme
Violets, but they wither'd all when my Father died : they
fay he made a good end.

Tor bonny fzveet Robin is all my Joy. [Sin^s.
Laer. Thoughts and Afflidions, Pafllon, Hell it felf

She turns to Favour and to Prettinefs.
'

Oph.
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Oph, And will he not come aga'm^ QSings*

jind -will he not come a^ain /

No^ no, he is dead, go to thy Death-bed^

He never will come again.

His Beard was as white as Snow
j

Ilaxen was his Pole
;

He is gone, he is gone, and we caft away moan^
And peace be with his Souly and with all Lovers Souls^

{Exit^

King. Laertes, I mud (hare in your Grief,

Or you deny my Right
;
go but a-part.

Make choice of whom your wifeft Riends you will.

And they (hall hear and judge 'twixt you and me.
If by direif^ or by collateral Hand
They find us touched, we will our Kingdom give,

* Our Crown, our Life, and all that wc call ours.

To you in fatisfaftion : but if not.

Be you content to lend your Patience to us,

And we lliall jointly labour with your Soul,

To give it due content.

L/ier. Let this be fo.

His Means of Death, his obfcure Puneral,

No Trophy, Sword, or Hatchment o'er his BoncJ^

No noble Rite, nor formal Oftentation,

Cry to be heard as 'twere from Earth to Heaven,

That 1 muft cail't in queftion.

Ki'ag. So you fhall
5

AhtfvVhere th' Offence 15, let the gi-eat Axe fall :

1 pray you go with me. [Exeunt*

Enter Horatio and Gentlemen.

Hor. What are they that would fpeak with me ?

Gen. Sea-faring Men, Sir they fay they have Letters

for you.

Hor. Let them come in :

1 do not know from wkit part of the World

1 fhould be greeted, it not from Lord Hamlet.

Enter two Sailors.

* Sad. Save you, Sirw

Sail.
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Sail. Here are Letters for you, * Sir, they came from

* the Ambaflador that was bound for England^ if your

JName be Horatio^ as we are inform'd it is.

Hor. reads the Letter.

Horatio, when thou Jloalt have over-looked thisy givt

thefe Fellows fome means to the Kingy they have Let*

ters for h'm. E'er we were two days old at Sea^ a Pi*

rate of very warlike Appointment gave us chafe. Find*

ing our felves too flow of fail^ we put on a compelled Va*

lour^ and in the Grapple I boarded them : on the inftant

they got clear of our Ship^ fo I alone became their Pri"

foner. They have dealt .with me like Thieves of Mercy

j

but they knew what they did 1 am to do a turn for
them. Let the King have 'the Letters I have fent^ and
repair thou to me with as much fpeed as thou wouldji

Jiy Death. I have words to fpeak m thine ear will make
thee dumh^ yet are.they much too light for the matter^

Thefe good Fellows will bring thee where I am, Rofen-

.craus and Guildenftern hold their Courfe for England
^ cf

them I have much to tell thee. FareweL Hamlet.

Come, 1 will make you way for thefe your Letters
;

And do*t the fpeedier, that you may dired me
To him from whom you brought them. [Exeunt.

Enter King and Laertes.

King. Now muft your Confcience my Acquittance feal.

And you muft put me in your Heart for Friend,

Since you have heard, and with a knowing Ear,

That he who hath your noble Father flain,

Purfued my Life.

Laer. It well appears : but tell me
Why you proceed not againft thefe Crimes

So capital in Nature,

' As by your Safety, Greatnefs, Wifdom, all things elfe,

* You mainly were ftir'd up.

King, For two fpecial Reafons,

Which may perhaps to you feem weak.

But yet to ine they're ftrong : the Qiieen his Mother

Lives almoft by his Looks \ and for my felf.

My Vertue or my Plague^ be it either.

She is fo precious to my Life and Sod,^ ^ That
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That as a Star moves not but in his Sphere,

1 could not but by Her. The other Motive

Why to a publick Count I might not go.

Is the great Love the People bear him.

Who dipping all his Faults in their AfFeflion,

Woik like the Spring that turneth Wood to Stone,

^ Convert his Gyves to Graces ; fo that my Arrows
^ Too flightly timbred for fo loud a Wind,
* Would have reverted to my Bow again,

* And not where I had aim'd them.

Laer, And fo 1 have a noble Father loft
;

A Sifter driven into defperate Terms,

Whofe Worth, if Praifes may go back again,

Stood Challenger on the Mount of ail the Age
Por her Perfections : but my Revenge will comie.

King. Break not your Sleeps for that, you muft not think

That we are made of ftuft" fo flat and dull,

That we can let our Beard be fhook with Danger,

And think it paftime : you fhortly ftiall hear more.

I lov'd your Father, and we love our felf

;

' And that I hope will teach you to imagine—
Enter d MeJJenger,

V How i^ow ! wl^t News ?

Meff. Letters, my Lord, from Hamlet. ^ Thefe to

^ your Majefty ; This to the Qiieen.

:^mg. From Hamlet ! who brought them ?

Mejf. Sailors, my Lord, they fay, I faw them not
5

They were given me by Claudia^ he receiv'd them

Of him that brought them.

King, L^^rf^i, yoir fhall bear them leavens. -[E;:.A/^j(7^.

High and Mighty^ you /hall know I am fet naked on your

Kingdom : to-morrow Jlmll I beg leave to fee your kingly

Eyes^ when I Jlmll^ firft asking you fardon^ thereunto

recount the Qccafion of my fudden ^ and moft ftrangt"

Return.

What (hould this mean ? are all the reft come back ?

Or is it fome Abufe, or no fuch thing ?

Laer. Knojv you the Hand ?

Kmg. 'Tis Harslet's Charader. Naked !

And in a Poftfcript here he f^ys, alone ;

• Can
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" Can you advife me ?

Laer. I'm loft in it, my Lord ; but let him come,
It warms the very Sicknefs of my Heart,

That 1 fhall live, and tell him to his teeth.

Thus didft thou.

King, If it be (b, Laertes^

As how fhould it be fo ?- how otherwiTe ?

Will you be rul'd by me ?

Laer. Ay, my Lord, fo you will not o^er-rulc me tO a
Peace.

King. To thine own Peace : if he be now return'd.

As liking not his Voyage, and that he means
No more to undertake it, I will work him
To an Exploit now ripe in my Device,

Under the which he fliall not chufe but fall.

And for his Death no \)^ind of Blame (hall breathe.

But even his Mother (hall uncharge the Pradice,

And call it Accident.

Laer. My Lord, I will be ru?d,

The rather if you could devife it fo.

That I might be the Inftrument.

King. It falls right

:

You have been talk'd of fince your travel much.
And that in Hamlet^s hearing, for a Quality

Wherein they fay you fhine ^ your Sum of Parts

* Did not together pluck fuch Envy from him,
* As did that one, and that in my regard

^ Of the unworthieft Siege.

Laer. What part is that, my Lord ?

King. A ytrj Feather in the Cap of Youth,

Yet needful too, * for Youth no lefs becomes
* The light and carelefs Livery that it wears,

* Than fettled Age his Sables, and his Weeds,
^ Importing Health and Gravenefs.' Two months fihce

Here was a Gentleman of Normandy^
I've feen my felf, and fei-vM againft the French^

And they can well on horfeback : but this Gallant

Had W'itchcraft in't, he grew unto his Seat,

And to fuch wondrous doing brought his Horfe^

As he had been iucoiVs'd and demi-natur'd
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With the brave Beaft ; fo far he topt my Tbou ^ht.

That 1 in Forgery of Shapes ai^d Tricks
^

-Come ihort of what -he did.

Laer. A Korman \^zsh?

King, A Norman.
Lacr. Upon my life, Lamound,
King. The very fame,

Laer. 1 know him well, he is indeed

The Gem of all the Nation.

King. He made Confeflion of yon.

And gave you fuch a mafterly Report

lor Art and Exercife in your Defence,

And for your Rapier raoft efpecially.

That he cry'd out, 'twould be a fight indeed

If one could match you ; the Fencers of their Natio*
He fwore had neither Motion, Guard, nor Eye,

If you oppos'd them. Sir, this Report of his

Did Hamlet fo envenom with his Envy,

That he could nothing do, but wifh anfd beg
Your fiidden coming o'er to plaj.with you.

Kow out of this t • - -

Laer. What out of this, iirrLortl^?

Ki77g. Laertes^ was your Father dear to yotf ?

Or are you Hke the Painting of a Sorrow,

A Face without a Heart ?

Latr. Why ask you this?

King. Not that 1 think you did not love your FaAer,
* But that 1 know Love is begun by Time,
* And that I fee in Paflages of Proof,

* Time qualifies the Spark and Fire of it

;

* There lives within the ver^' Flame of Love
' A kind of Wick or SnufF that will abate it,

^ And nothing is at a like Goodnefs ftill

;

* For Goodnefs growing to a Pleurify,

' Dies in his own too much : that we would do,

* We fhould Jo when we would ^ for this 'would changes,

* And hath Abatements and Delays as many
* As there are Tongues, are Hands, are Accidents :

* And then this Jhould is like a fpend-thrift Sigh,

< That hurts by eafmg.' But to the buCnefs,

Hamlet
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mmlet comes back

;
what, would you undertakeTo {hew your lelf indeed your Father's Son

More than in w^ords ?

Laer. To cut his Throat i'th' Church.
King. i^oplace indeedTnouldprotea- a Murderer -

Revenge fhouW have no B6unds : tut, good Laerte! -

Keep clofe within your Chamber •

'

Hamlet return'd lliall know you arc come homewe ll put on thofe (hall praife your Excellence
'

And fet a double Varnifli on the Fame
'

And wager o'er your Heads : he being remifs
Moft generous and free from all contrivincr

*

Will not perufe the Foils ^ fo that with eafe
Or with a little fhuffling, you may chufe

'

A Sword unbaited, and ^ in a pafs of Pradice'
Requite him for your Father's Death.

Latr. 1 will do't

;

And for the purpofe I'll anoint my Sword

:

I bought an Unaion of a Mountebank,
So mortal, chat but dip a Knife in ft.

Where ir draws Blood, no Cataplafni fo rare^.
CoIle(fled from all Simples that have Virtue
Under the Moon, can fave the thing from Death
That but fcratch'd withal : I'll touch mv point
With this Contagion, that if I gall him fli^htly.
It may be Death.

o. ;>

King. Let's funher think of this,

• Weigh what Conveyance both of Time and Mean5,

« And that our Drift look through our bacf Performa nce^,
« Twere better not afliv'd. Therefore this Projed

?r . n^^^ ^^'^^ that might hold

\ ^l^^-^l'
^ould blaft in proof: foft» let me fee

We II make a folemn Wager on your Cunnings.
1 have t • when in your Motion you are hot and diy.
As make your Bouts more violent to that end,
And that he calls for Drink, I'll have prepar'd him
A Chalice for the purpofe, whereon but lafting,

H 2 If
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If he by chance efcape your venom'd Sword,

It fhall be Death. But ftay, what noiTe ?

Enter ^jueen.

Gjueen. One Woe doth tread upon another's heel.

So faft they follow : your Sifter's drown'd, Laertes.

Laer* Drown'd : O where ?

G}ueen. There is a Willow growing o'er a Brook,

That fhews his hoarj^ Leaves i'th' glaSy Stream,

Near which fantaftick Garlands fhe did make
Of Crow-Flowers, Nettles, Daifies, and long Purples, .

* That liberal Shepherds give a grofler Name,
^ But our cold Maids do dead Mens Fingers call them.

There on the pendent Boughs her Coronet-weeds

Clambring to hang, an envious Shiver broke.

When down her weedy Trophies and her felf

lell in the weeping Brook : ^ her Clothes fpread wide, -

^ And Mermaid-like awhile they bore her up,

« Which time fhe chanted Remnants of old Lauds,
,

^ As one incapable of her own Diftrefs,

* Or like a Creature native and endued
« Unto that Element 5 but long it could not be
« Till that her Garments^ heavy with rheir J)i'in|fp

' i^uii'd the gentle Maid from her melodious Lay
* To muddy Death.

' Laer. Alas then ! is fhe drown'd ?

Uueen. Drown'd, drown'd.

Laer, Too much of Water haft thou, poor Ophelia^ .

And therefore I forbid my Tears : but yet

^ It is our trick,' Nature her Cuftom holds.

Let Shame fay what it will j
* when thefe are gone

* The Woman will be out.' Adieu, my Lord,

I have a Fire that fain would blaze.

But that this Folly drowns it, [^Exit^ -

King. Let's follow, Gertrard ;

How much had I to do to calm his Rage !

Now 1 fear this will give it ftart again.

Therefore let's follow. {Exeunt.

ACT
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ACTV. SCENE L

Enter two Gravemakers^

X Graruem. T S fhe to be buried in Ghriftian Burfal, whea
|i fhe wilfully feeks her own Salvation ?

. 2 Gravem. 1 tell thee fhe is, therefore make her Gi-ave-

flrait \ the Crowner hath fet oa her, and finds it Chrifliaa

Burial.

r Gravem. How can that^Be, onlefs fhe drown- d her: felf -

in her own Defence ?

2 Gravem^ Why 'tis found fa..

I Gravem, It muft be fe ofimiendo^ it cannot be eHe :

for here lies the point, if 1 drown my felf wittingly, it

argues an A£t ; and an Ad hath three Branches, it is to

ae^, to do, and to perfomi'^ **i'g^ fhe drown'd her felf

wittingly,

^Gravem, l^y but hear, you Goodman Delver.

1 Gravem* Give mc leave \ here lies the Water, good j
here flands the: Man, good : if the Man- go to this Watery
and drown himfelf, it is will he, nill he ; he goes, mark
you that : but if the Water come to him and di*own him,

he drowns not himfelf
;

aigal, he that is not guilty of his

own Death, flaortens not lus own Life,

2 Gravem, But is this Law ?

1 Gravem, Ay marry is't, CrownersQireft-Lavv.

2 Gravem, Will you have the truth on't ? if thi? had

not been a Gentlewoman, fhe (hould have been buried

without Clii-iftian Burial.

1 Gravem, Why there thou fliy'fl: ; and the more pity

that great Folk fhoiikl have countenance in this World to

drown or hang themfelves more than we ; Come, nx^

Spade, there is no amient Gentlemen but Gardners, Ditch-

ers, and Gravenoakers
\
they hold up Adam\ Profefiion,

2 Gravem, Was he a Gentleman ?

1 Gravem* He was the firft that ever bore Arms^

H 1 VW
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I'll put. another Queftion to thee, if thou anfwereft mc
not to the purpofe, confefs thy fHf

2 Gravem, Go to.

i Gravem. What is he that builds ftronger than either

lihe Mafoiij the Shipwright, or the Carpenter ?

a Gravemo , The .GaUovvs-makcr, for that out-lives a
shoufand TenantSc

.

1 Gravem. I like thy Wit well
J
the Gallows does well,

but how does it well? It does weU la thofe that do illj

now thou ,do(t ill to fay the Gallows is built ftronger than
ithe Church : argal, the Gallowi* may do well ta thee.

To't again, come,.

2 Gravem. Who builds ftronger than a Mafon^ a Ship-

Wight, or a Carpenter ?

1 Gravem. Ay, tell me that, and unyoke,

2 Gravem. Mairy now 1 can leU.:

1 Gravem. To\.
2 Gravem. Mafs I cantiot tell;

I Gravem. Cudgel thy Brains no more about it, for your
dull Afs will -not mend his pace with beating; and when
thou art askM this ^^ftion next, fay a Grave-maker, the

Houfes he makes laft till Doomfday.
Go get thea in,; and fe^ch me a Stoop of Liquor.

[^Exit 2 Gravem.

In Youth when I did love^ .didjovey Clings.

Methought it was very fweet^

To contraH O the time for a my behove, .

O methought there wa^ nothing a meet.

Enter Halnlet and Horatio.

Ham. Has this Fellow no feeling in his bufinefs, that'

he fings in Grave-making ?

Hor, Cuftom hath made it in him a Property of Ea=

finefsr

Ham. *Tis e'en fo, the Hand of Httle employment hath

the daintier Senfe.

Gravem. But Age with ftealing Steps [Sings«

Hath clawed me in his Clutch,

And hath Jhipped me into the Land, .

As if I never had been fuch.

Ham.
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Ham. That Skull had a Tongue in j'r, and could fin'»
once

; how the Knave jowls it to the Ground, a if 'twere
Cam's Jaw-bone, that did the fiift murder : this might be
the Pate of a Politician ' which this Afs now o'er-reaches
* one that would circumvent Heaven,' might it not ?

*

Hor. It might, my Lord.
Ham. * Or of a Courtier, which could fay, Good-mor-

« TOW, my Lord, how doft thou, fweet Lord ? this mi^ht
be my Lord fuch a one, that praifed my Lord fuch a
one's Horfe when he went to beg him, might it not ?

ifw. Ay, my Lord.
' Ham. Why e'en fo, and now 'tis my Lady Worm's
chaplefs and knock'd about the Mazzard of a Sexton's

« Spade ;* here's a fine Revolution, « and we had the
\

tr>ck to fee't:' did thefe Bones cofl no more the breed-

lhfnk on't°
^'"'^ mine- ake to

Gravem. A Pickax and a Spadiy a Spade,
For and a flnowding Sheet,

O a. Pit of Clay for to be made

:

Tor fuch a Gueft is meet.
Ham. There's another, why may not that be theSkuIf

of a Law7er ? Where be his Qiiiddiues now ; his QuiHi.
ues, hjs Cafes, his Tenmes^ and his Tricks? Why doeshe fufter this mad Knave now to knock him about the
.Sconce with a dii ty Shovel, and wilf not tell him of his
Aftions of Battery? Hum; t^iis^eUow nwht be in'sume a great Buyer of Land, with his Statutes, his Re-
cognizances, his Fines, his double Vouchers, his Recove
nes : ' Is this the Fine of his Fines, and the Recovers
« ot his Recoveries, to have his fine Pate full of fin^
' Dm r- Will his Vouchers vouch him no more of hi
Purchafes and Doubles, than the Length and Breadth of
a pair of Indentures? The ytvy Conveyances of hisLand will fcarcely he m this Box, and muft the Inloeritot
hinrielf have no more ? ha

!

Hor. Not a jot more, my Lord.
« Ham. Is not Parchment made of Sheep-skins

'

* Hor. Ay^ my Lord, and of Calyes^-skins too.'

Hor.-
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Ham. ^ They are Sheep and Calves which feek out Af-

c furance in that.' 1 will (peak to this fellow V Whofe
Grave's this, Sirrah ?

GravcTXf. Mine, Sir—O a Pit of Clay for to be made.
[sings.

Ham. I think it's thine indeed, for thou ly'ft in't.

Gravem. You lye out on't, Sir, and therefore 'ds not
your's : for my part I do not lie in't, yet it's mine.
Ham* Thou doft lye in't, to be in't and fay ft is thine

;

'tfs for the Dead- and nor for the Quick, therefore thou-

fy'fe

Grazern. 'Tis a quick Lye, Sir, 'twill again froiu mc
to you.

Ham. What Man do{f thou di^ it for?

Gra'vem. For no Man, Sir.

Ham. What Woman then >

Gravem> For none neithen •

Hum. Who is't to be buried in't?

Gravem^^OnQ that was a Woman, Sir, but reiY her

Soul, Gie's dead.

Ham. How abfolute the Knave is? we-muft {peak by

the Card, or Equivocation will undo us. Horatio^, this

three Years 1 have took notice of it, ^ the Age is grown
< fo picked,' that the toe of the Peafant comes fo near

the heel of the Courtier, he galls his Kibe. How long

haft thou been a Gravemaker ?

Gravem. Of all the Day's i'th' Year, I came' to't that

Day oiu- laft King Hamlet OYtrcdmc Fvrtinbras. ^
Ham. How long is that fince ?

Gravem. Cannot you tell that? e\^ery Fool can tdl

that \ it was that very daj' that ycung Hamlet was born,

be that is mad and fent into England^

Ham. Ay marrj^, U'hy was he fent into England ?

Gravem. Why! becaufe he was mad; he fhall recover

bis Wits there, or if he do nor, 'tis no great matter there.

Ham. Why?
Gravem. 'Twill not be feen in him Acre,, there are

Men as mad as he.

Ham. How came he mad ?

Qravtm, Very ftrangely^ they fay.
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Ham, How ftrangely ?

Gravem. Faith e'en with lofing his Wits.

Ham. Upon what ground ?

Gravem. Why here in Denmark ; where I have been
Sexton, Man and Boy^ .tiiirty Years.-

Ham. How long will a Man. lie i'th' Earth e'er he rot ?

Gravem, Faith if he be not rotte^i before he die, as

we have many pocky Corfes that will fcarce hold the lay-

ing in, he will laft you foiwe eight Years, or nine Years;
a T^tnner will laft you- nine Years,

Ham. Why he more than another ?

Gravem. Why, Sir, his Hide is fo tann'd wifli his

Trade, that he will keep out Water a great while, and
your Water is a fore decayer of your whorefon dead Body ;

here's a Skull now hath lien you i'th' Earth three -and

twenty Years.

Ham. Whofe was it ?

Gravem. A whorefon mad Fellow's it was'; whofe
you think it was ?

Ham. Nay I know not,

Gravem. A peftilence on him for a mad Rogue, he

PDur'd a Flaggon of Rhenifn on mv head onc^r rhk f^"]^

Skull, Sir, was Sir Torickis Skull, the King's Jefter.

Ham. This?

Gravem. Even that.

Ham. Alas, poor Torhk ! I knew him, Horatio^ a Fel-

low of infinite Jeft, of moft^ excellent Fancy ; he hath
' borne me on his back a thoufand times, ^ and now how
* nbhor'd in my Imagination it is? my Gorge rifes at it.*

Here hung thole Lips that 1 have kifs'd 1 know not how
oft ; where be your Jibes now, your Jefts, your Songs,

your Flafhes of Merriment, that were wont to fet the

Table on a roar ? Not one now to mock your own grin*

ning? quite chopfaln ? Now get you to my Lady's Ta-
ble, and tell her, let her paint an inch thick, to this Com-
plexion fhe muft come ; make her laugh at that.

Prethee, Horatio^ tell me one thing.

Hor. What's that, my Lord ?
-

Ham. Doft thou think Alexander look'd on this faAiion

i'th' Earth?

Hor.
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A'or. E'en fo.

Ham. To what bafe Ufes we may return, Horatio ^Why may not Imagmation trace the noble Duft of Alex^^nder, till he find it {topping a Bunghole ?
^^r. 'Twere. to confider too curioufiy, to confider fo.

t..v?T'^^ ' ' ^ f^"^^ l^i^ thither
With modefty enough, and likelihood to lead it. As thus,
Alexander died, Mexander was buried, Alexar^der re-
turneth to Duft, the Duft is Earth, of Earth we make
I^ome, and why of that Lome, whereto he was conver-
ted, might they not ftop a Beer- barrel ?

Imperial C^ar dead, and turned to Clay,
Might ftop a hole to keep- the Wind away.O that that Earth, which kept the World in awe,
Should patch a Wall t' expel the Waters Flaw.

Setne draws^ and difcavers the King^ ^eert^ Laeitej,
4ind Prieft^ with a Corfe.

But foft, but foft awhile, here comes the King,
The Queen, and all the Court : who is this they follow,
And lYuh r-h n-imed Rites ? This doth betoken.
The Corfe they follow'd did with defperate hand
jpeftroy its own Life, « 'twere of fome Eftate

;

Stand by a while, and mark.
Laer. What Ceremony elfe ?
Ham. That is Laertes^ a very noble YouthV
Laer. What Ceremony elfe ?

Prieft. Her Obfequies have been as far enlarged
As we have warranty ^ her Death was doubtful.
And but that great Command o^er-fways the Order,
She fhould in Ground unfanaify'd be lod^'d :

lor charitable Prayers,
Hints and Pebbles fhould be thrown upon her ;

Yet here fhe is allow'd her Virgin Rites,
Her Maiden Strevvmems, and the brindns home
<i>f Bell and Burial.

^

Laer. Muft there no more be done ?
Prieft. No more

:

WeJhould profane the Service of the Dead,
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To fing a Requiem^ and fuch Reft to her
As to peace-parted Souls*

Laer. Lay her i'th* Earthy

And from her fair and unpolluted Tlefh
May Violets fpring : I tell thee, churlifh Prieft,
A miniftring Angel (hall my Sifter be.

When thou Heft howling.

Ham. What! the (sdr Ophelia /
Gjueen. Sweets to the Sweet, fareweL

I hop d thou fhould ft have been my Hamlet's Wife •

I thought thy Bride-bed to have deck'd, fweet Maid/
And not have ftrew'd thy Grave.

Laer. O treble Woe

!

Tall ten times double on ^hat curfed Head,
Whofe wicked Deeds deprived thee of
Thy moft ingenuous Senfe ; hold ofF the Earth awhile.
Till I have caught her once more in my Arms.

^

[Leaps into the Grave.
Now pile your Diift upon the Quick and Dead,
Till of this Flat a Mountain you have made
T' o'ertop old Pelion, or the skyi'fti Head
Of blue Olympus.

Ham. What is he whofe Grief
Bears fuch an.Emphafis, whofe Phrafe of Sorrow
Conjures the wandring Stars, and makes them ftand
Like wonder-wounded Hearers ? 'Tis I,

Hamlet the Bane. [_Leaps into the Grave.
Laer. Perdition catch thee I [Grappling with hi^n.
Ham, Thou pray'ft not well

:

prethee take thy Fingers from my Throat,
For thol am not fplenative and rafh.

Yet have 1 in me fomething dangerous,
Which let thy Wifdom fear- Hold off thy hand.

King. Pluck them afunder.
* ^een. Hamlet; Hamlet.
* Ail. Gentlemen.

Hor, Good my Lord, be quiet.

Ham. Why 1 will fight with him upon this Theme,
Until my Eye-lids will no longer wag,

^iem.
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Queen. O my Son ! what Theme ?

Ha7n. 1 lov'd Ophelia
;
forty thoufand Brothers

Could not with all their quantity of Love
idake up my Sum : What wilt thou do for bcr ?

King. O he is mad, Laertes.

€}ueen. Forbear him.

Ham* Shew me what thou wilt do
;

Wilt weep, wilt fight, wilt faft, wilt tear thy felf,

"Wilt drink up eat a Crocodile

?

I'll do't. Dofl: thou come here to whine ?

To out-face me with leaping in her Grave ?

Be buried quick with her, and fo will 1.

And if you prate of Mountains, let them throv/

Millions of Acres on us, till our Ground
Singeing his Pate againft the burning Zone,
Make Ojja hke a Wart : nay, and thou'lt mouthy

I'll rant as well as thou.

Queen. This is mere Madnefs,

And thus a-while the Fit will work on him j

Anon as patient as a female Dove,

.When firfl: her golden Couplets are difclos'd ;

His Silence will fit drooping.

Ham. Hear you. Sir,

What is the reafon that you ufe me thus ?

1 lov'd you ever : but it is no matter.

Let Hercules himfelf do what he may.

The Cat will mew, a Dog will have his Day.

[Ex. Ham. and Hof.

King. I pray thee, good Horatio^ wait upon him.

Strengthen your Patience in our lafl Night's Speech,

\To Laei-tes.

We'll put the matter to the prefent pufh

;

Good Gertrard^ fet fome watch over your Son,

This Grave fhall have a living Monument

;

* An hour of quiet thereby fhall we fee,

• ^ Till then in Patience our Proceedings be. [^ExeunPm

Enter Hamlet and Horatio.

Ham, So much for this, Sir, you fhall now fee the other j

You do remember all the Circumftance ?

if(?r. -Remember it, my Lod ?

Ham*
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Ham, Sir, in my Heart there was a kind of fighting

That would not let me fleep. * Methought I lay

* Woife than the Mutiners in the Bilboes, raOily,

^ And praised be Raflinefs for it : let us know>
* Our Indifcretion fometimes ferves us well,

When our deepTlots do fail;' and that lliould Ieam«?j
There's a Divinity that fhapcs our End^,
•Rough-hew them how we will,

Hor. That is moft certain.

Ham. Up from my Cabbin,

My Sea-gown wrapt about me, in the dark
I grop'd to find them out, had my Defire

Reach'd their Packet, and in fine withdrew
To mine own Room again, making fo bold
(My Fears forgetting Manners) to unfold

Their grand Commiflion ; where I found, Horath,
An exad Command,
' Larded with many feveral forts of Reafons,
* Importing Denmark's Health, and EnglanJr^s toe,
^ With hoe fuch Bugs and Goblins in my Life

;

'

' That on the fupervife, no Icifure bated,
^ No not to ftay the grinding of an Ax,
That foon as I to England came.

My Head fhould be ftruck off,

Hor. Ish pofiible ?

Ham. Here's the Commiffion, read it at more lelfufe

:

Buf wilt thou hear now how I did proceed ?

Hor. I bef'icch you.

Ham. Being thus be-netted round with Villains,

E'^er I could make a Prologue to my Brains,

They had begun the Play ; I fat me down,

Devis'd a new Commiflion, wrote it fair,

< I once did hold it, as our Statifts do,

* A Bafenefs to write fair, and labour'd muck
^ How to forget that Learning ; but Sir, now
« It did me Yeoman's Service.' Wilt thou kROW
Th' EfFed of what I wrote ?

Hor. Ay, good my Lord.

Ham. An earneft Conjuration from the King^

A3 England was his fairfiful Tributary^

I As
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As: Love between them like the Palm might flourijk
As Peace (hould ftill her vvheaten Garland wear,
* And ftand a Comma 'tween their Amities,
* And many fuch like As^s of great Char^e^
That on the View of thefe Contents,

Without debatement further more or left.

He fhould thofe Bearers put to fudden death^
* Not Shriving- time allow'd,

Hor. How was this feaPd ?

Ham. * Why even in that was Heaven ordinant

;

I had my Father's Signet in my Pocket,
Which was the Model of that Damfl? Seal,

1 folded the Writ up in the Form of th' other,

Subfcrib'd it, gave't th' Impreffion, plac'd it fafely,

< The Changeling never known :' Now the next day
Was our Sea-fight, and what to this was fequent

Thou knoweft already.

Her. So Gmldcnfiern and Rcfencraus went to't.

Ham. ^ Why Man, they did make love to this Employ-
They are not near my Confcience, their Defeat Qm*nt.

Does by their own Infinuations grow
;

* 'Tis dangerous when the bafer Nature comes
* BetVv'een the Pafs and fell incenfed Point
* Of mighty Oppofites.

Her. Why what a King is this ?

Ham. Does it not, think you, ftand me now upon?
He that hath kiird my King, and whor'd my Mother,

Stept in between th' Election and my Hopes,

Thrown out his Angle for my proper Life,

And with fuch Cozenage, is't not perfeft Confcience?

Enter Oftrick,

Oj}. Your Lordfhip is right welcome back to Denmark^

Ham. 1 humbly thank you, Sii,

Doft know this Water-fly ?

Hor, No, my good Lord.

Haw. Thy ftate is the more gracious, for 'tis a Vice to

know him ; he hath much Land and fertile ; let a Eeaft

be Lord of Beafts, and his Crib fhall ftand iit the King's

ineff ; 'tis a Chough, but as I faid, fpacious in the pof-

feiHon Dirt.

0/f.
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oft. Sweet Lord, if your Lord (hip were at lelfure, L

Qiould impart a thing to you from his Mdjefty.

Ham. 1 will receive it. Sir, with all diligence of Spirit ;

your Bonnet to his right ufe, 'tis for the Head..

Oft. I thank your Lordfhip, *tis very hot.

Ham. No believe me, it is veiy cold ; the ^ind fs

Northerly.

Oft. It is indifferent cold, my Lord, indeed.

Ham. But yet methinks it is very fultry and hot, or my
Complexion r

Oft. Exceedingly, my Lord, it \s veiy fultry, as *twere

I cannot teli how% My Lord, his Majefty bid me fignity

unto you, that he has laid a great Wager on your Head
Sir, this is the matrer.

Ham. 1 befeech you remember.

Oft. Nay good my Lord, for my eafe Sir, here is

newly come to Court Laertes^ believe me an abfolutc

Gentleman, full of moft excellent Differences, of very fofr

Society, and great Shew : indeed, to fpeak feelingly of
him, he is the very Card or Kalcndar of Gentry, for you
fhall find in him the Subftance of what part a Gentleman
would fee.

Ham. Sir, his Definement fufFers no lofs in you, tho I

know to divide him inventorially would perhaps dizzy

th* Arithmetick of Memoiy, ^ and yet but raw neither in

• refped of his quick Sail.' But in the Variety of Extol-

naent, I take him to be a Soul of great article, and his

Infufion of ^uch dearth and rarenefs, as to make true

Diclion of liim, his Semblable is his Mirrour and who
clfe would trace him, his Umbrage, and nothing more.

Oft* Your Loidfhip fpeaks moft infallibly of him.

Ham. The Concernancy, Sir, why do we map the Gen-

tleman in our rawer Breath ?

Oft. Sir.

' Hor. Is't not poflible to undcrftand in another Tongwe?
* you will do*t. Sir, really.

Ham. What imports the Nomination of this Gentle*

Hian ?

Oft. Of Latrtes

}

Ham.
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Hafv. Of him. Sir. * His Purfe is empty already, all

«"^golden words are fpent.

Ofi, I know you are not ignorant.

Ham. I would you did, Sir
^ yet if you did, it would

not much approve ma well Sir.

Ojh You ate not ignorant of wh^t Excellence L^j^r/i?^ Is.

Ham. I dare not confefs that, . left I fhould compare
with him in Excellence j for to know a Man well, were to

knov/ himfelC

Ofi. I mean Sir, for his Weapon ^
* but in the Impu*.

* nation laid on him by them in his meed, he's unfellow'd.

Ham. What's his Weapon?
oft. Single Rapier^ .

The King, Sir, hath wager'd with him fix Barbary Horfes, .

againft the which he has impawn'd, as I take it, fix Ireneh

Rapiers and Poniards, with their Afligns, as Girdle, Hanger,

.

and. fo - . thi-ee of the Carriages are very dear to fancy, .

Yeiyrefpcnfive to the Hilts, ;LDoft delicate Carriages, aud>

of very liberal Conceit.

Ha7n, What call you the Carnages ?

^ Hor. 1 knew you muft 'be edified by the Margin, eVx
* you had done.

Oft, The Carriages, Sir, are^the Hangers.

Ha7n.. The Phrafe would be more german to the mat**

ter, if we caVry'd a Cannon by our fides, ' I would it

^might be Hangers till then.* But on ; fix Barbary Horfes

againft fix Fr^;?^^ Swords, their. Poniai'ds and Aligns, and
three iibeial conceited Carriages, that's xht French Bet a--

gaian: the Danifl^^ as I take it.

Oft. The King hath laid. Sir, that in a dozen Pafles be*

iween your felf and him, he^ fhall not exceed you three

Hits; he hath laid twelve to nine, and jt would come to

immediate trial, if your Lordfhip would voucbfafe the

Anfwer.

Ham. How if I anfwer no ?

Oft. I mean, my Lord, the Oppofition of your Perfon

in- trial.

Ham, Sir, I will walk here in the Hall, * if it pleafc

* '^his Majefty,' it is the breathing time of the day with

me ; let the Foils be brought;^ the Gentleman willing, and
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the King hold his purpofe, I will irin fw him if I can ; if

not, 1 will gain nothing but my (hame, and the odd hits.

Oft. Shall I deliver it fo ?

Ham, To this efFed, Sir, after what flouriHi your Na*
ture will.

Oft. I commend my Duty to your Lordfhip, [ExUo
Ham, Yours does well to commend it felf, there's nu

Tongue elfe fit for its turn.

Hor. This Lap-wing runs away with the Shell on- hil"

head.

Ham. * He did fo. Sir, with his Dug before he fuck'S

* it.' Thus has he, and many more of the fame breecJ,

that I know, ' the drofly Age dotes on,' only got the

tune of the Time, a habit of Encounter, a kind of mifty^

Collection, • which carries them thro and thro the mo^
profane and renowned Opinions ; and do but blow thenr

to their ti*ial, the Bubbles are out..

Enter a Gentleman^

.

Gent. My Lord, his Majefty commended him to yoir

by young Oftricky who brings back to him that you at-

tend him in the Hall : he fends to know if your pleafurc

hold to play with Laertes^ or that you will take longer

time ?

Ham. I am conftant to my purpofes, thej-^ follow the

King's pleafure^ if his fitnefs fpeaks, mine is ready, now*

or whenfoever, provided I be fo able ns now.
Gent. The King and Queen, and all ^re coming downs
Ham. In happy time.

Gent. The Queen defires you to ufe fome gentle Ea^ .

tertainmcnt lo Laertes^ before you go to play.

Ham. She well inftruds me.
Hjr, You will lofe, my Lord.

Ham, 1 do not think fo ; fince he went into Fra^rce^

1 have been in continual praftice ; 1 fhall win at tha odds t

thou wouldft not think hovv ill all's liere aboiat my heart
j

but k is no matter,

lior. Nay, good my Lord.

Ham, It is but foolery, but it is fuch a kind" of boding^

as would perhaps trouble a Woman*:

Ham
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Hou l£ your Mind diflikc any thing, obey it j I will

foreftal their repair hither, and (ay you arc not fit.

Ham. Not a whit, we defy Augury : ^ tliere is a fpecial

* Providence in the FaH of a Sparrow ; if it be, *tis not
^ to come : if it be not to come, it will be now ; if it

* "be not now, yet it will come : the readinef&is all, fince

^ no Man of ought he leaves knows what 'tis to leave be-
^ tinier. Jet bco - \^Exeuntc

Scene drawsy and difcovers Klng^ ^U^een^ Laertes, Gen-

tlemen and Guards^ Re-enter Hamiet and Horatio.

Xing. Come Hamlet^ come and take this.hand from meo
Ham. Give me your pardon, Sir ; Tve done you wrong..

Biir pardon't as you are a Gentleman : this Prcfcncc knows^
Aad you muft needs have heard how I am punidi'd

With a fore Diftraftion ^ what L have done.

That might your Nature, Honour, and Exception

Roughly awake, 1 here proclaim was Madnefs.
^ Was't Hamlet v^n'on^A Laertes ? never Hamlet \ .

* If Hamlet from himfelf be ta'en away,
* ^nd when he*s not himfelf does WTong Laertes^ .

* Then Hamlet does it not, Hamlet denies it

:

^ "Who does it then ? his Madnefs : if 't be fo^

* Hamlet is of the Fa£lion that is wrong'd,
.

^ His Madnefs is poor Hamlet^s Enemy.
L^t my difdaiming from a purpos'd Evil^

yree me fo far in your mofl generous Thcugh^Sj

T)iat I have fhot my Arrow o^er the Houfe,

Aad hurt my Broth ei*.

Laer. I am fatisfy'd in Nature,

Whofe Motive in this cafe fhould ftir me moft

To my Revenge ^ but in my Terms of Honour
1 ftand aloof, and will no Reconcilement,

* Till by fome elder Mafters of known Honouiv
* I have a Voice and Precedent of Pe^lce

< To ke^p my Name ungor'd : but till :hct time'

1 do receive your oiFer'd Love like Love^

And Vrill not WTong it.

Ham. I embrace it freely, snd will this Bro therms Wager

Irankly play. .

"Give us the Foils, .



H X M L E T, Prince of Denmark, i o |

;

Laer, Come, one. for mzi
Ham.VW be your Foil, Laertes^ in tnme Ignorancef

Y6ur Skill (hail, like a Star, i'th' daikeft Night appear.

Laer, You mock me, Sir.

Ham. No, on my honour.

King. Give them the Foils, young OjZr/Vilr s Coufin Ham* -

Uty you know the Wager.

Ham. Very well, my Lord :

Your Grace has laid the odds o'th* weaker fide.

King^ I do not fear it, I have feen you both ; -

But fince he's betterM, we have therefore odds.

Lasr. This i« too heavy, let me fee another.

Ham. This likes me well, thefe Foils have all a kngth*

Oftr. Ay, my good Lord,

King. Set me the Stoops of Wme upon the Table 3
-

If Hamlet give the firft or fecond hit.

Or quit in anfvver of the third Exchange,

Let all the Battlements their Ordnance fire
;

The King fhall drink to Hamlet^s better breath, ,

And in the Cup an Onyx fhnll he throw.

Richer than that which four fucceffive Kin^s

In Denmark's Crown have worn. Give me the Cup^^.

And let the Kettle to the Trumpet fpeak.

The Trumpet to the Cannoneer without,

The Cannons to the Heavens, the Heavens to Earth* ~

Now the King drinks to Hamlet : come begin.

[Trumpets the whiles

And you the Judges bear a wary Eye* ^

Ham. Come on. Sir.

Laer. Come, my Lord.

Ham. One.
Laer. No.
Ham. Judgment. (Skoftt,

Oft. A Hit, a very paljpable Hit. ^JDrums^Truinpeis^and
Laer. Well again. [Flourift;^ a Piece goes og\

King. Stay, give me the Drink, Hamlet^ i\m Peari is

thine, here's to thy Heahh : give him the Cup.
Ham. I'll play this bout firft, fet it by a while.

Come- another Hit what fay you?
Latr. 1 confefs't.
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King. Our Son (liall win.
^een. « He's and fcant of Breath.

Here Hamlet, « take my Handkerchief, wipe thy Brows-
The Queen falutes thy Fortune, Hamlet.
Ham. Good Madam—
King. Gertrardy do not drink.

il^ueen. I will, my Lord, I pray you iardon me.
^

Kmg. It IS the poifon'd Cup, it is too late. [Ajlde.
Ham. I dare not drink yet. Madam

^
by and by.

« ^een. Come let me wipe thy Face.
Laer. My Lord, I'll hit him now.
King. I do not think't.

Laer. And yet it is almoft againft my Confcience. [Afide.
Ham. Come, for the third, Laertes, you but dally •

I pray you pafs with your beft violence,
'

I am fure you make a wanton of me.
Laer. Say you fo? Come on*
Ojl. Nothing neither way.
* Laer. Have at you now.

[Laertes wounds Hamlet; in fcuffling the^ change Ra-
piersy and Hamlet wounds Laertes.l

King. Part them, they are incens'd.
* Ham. Nay come again.

Ofi. Look to the Qiieen there, ho !

Hor. They bleed on both fides. How is't, my Lord ?

Oft. How is*t, Laertes ?

Laer. Why as a Woodcock caught in mine own Springe
I am juftly kill'd with mine own Treachery. [Oftrick

'

Ram^ How does the Qiieen ?
^

King. She fwoons to fee them bleed. {Hamlet
ejueen. No ffo, the Drink, the Drink- O my dear

< The Drink, the Drink 1 am poifon'd. [she dies..

Ham. O Villain ! ho, let the Door be lock'd^j

Treachery ! feek it out.

Laer. h is h^vQ^ Hamlet thou art flain •

Ko Medicine in the World can do thee good.
In thee there is not half an how's Life,

The tread^erous Inftrwment is in this hand,
Unbated and envenom'd, the foul Pradice

Hath mr\'d it fdf on m« ; lo here I lie,

Wev^r
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Kcver to rife again : thy Mother's poifon'd,

1 can no more the King, the King's to blame.

Ham. The Point envenom'd too, then Venom to thy ^

work. [ftabs the King*

All. Treafon, Treafon 1

King. O yet defend me Friends ! I am but hurt.

Ham. Here thou inceftuous DanCy
< Drink off this Potion : is the Onyx here ?

Poliow my Mother.

Laer. ' He's juftly ferv'd, it is a Poifon temper'd by him-

Exchange Forgivenefs with me, noble Hamlet \
£felf.*

Miae and my fathcr^s Death come not upon thee,

Nor thine on me. [Dus^ -

Ham. Heaven make thee free of it, I follow thee

;

« I am dead, Horatto ;' wretched Queen, farewel.

You that look pale and tremble at this Chance,

That are but Mutes or Audience to this Ad,

,

Had I but time (as this fell Serjeant Death

Is ftrift in his Arreft) O I could tell you ;

But let it be : Horatioy I am dead ;
-

Thou liv'fl, report me and my Caufc aright

To the unfatisfy'd.

Hor. Never believe it..

1 4m more an antique Roman than a Ban$f

Here's yet fome Liquor left.

Ham. As thou'rt a Man,

Give me the Cup ; let go, I'll have^t:

0 Horatio^ tl^nk what a wounded Name,

Things ftanding thus unknown, 1 leave behind mcr

If thou didft ever hold mc in thy Heart,

Abfent thee from Felicity a while,

.

And in this harlli World draw thy Breath in pam

To tell iw ftory ; what warlike Noife is this ?'
^ ^

^ ^ [A March afar op

Enter Oftrick.

Oft. Young Vort'mhrasWM\\ Conqueft come from Poland^ .

The Ambafl'adors of England §\g this waihke Volley,

Ham. O I die, Horatio^

The potent Poifon quite o'ei-grows my SpurK ;

1 cannot live to bear tiic News ftom England^
But
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But I do prophefy the Eleftion HghtsOn ronmbras- he has my dylngVokt

Wh' r'JfK'h'OccurUs^more and lefsWhich have foUicited, O th^ r»A • ri
i^^r. Now cracks the^at of J" if"'J*

^
night, fweet Prince, ^ °^ ' "^'''^

5
8°°^

. tr '^"'i*
^"^^^ " " would fee ?

'^f t1 '''^ Search.

What Feaft IS toward m thine infernal Cell

• So bloodily haft ftruck ?

And our Affairs from England come too late

;

• S tell himi ^^r'^'^^ - hearing:

« TK, i /-
^Commandment is fulfill'd,

^

• mI,?if''Tr'
^""^ are dead,

.
™efliouId we have our Thanks?

, J r*
.-^o' ^'°m Mouth,

« Had he th> Ability of Breath to thank yoa.He never gave Commandment for their Death.Bu fince fo apt upon this bloody queftien,

Ire her.^^/":* and you fromA e heie arrived g.ve order that thefe Bodie,
^

ftgh on a Stage be plac'd to publick view

;

And let nie fpeak to th' yet unknowing World.

duel, bloody, and unnatural Afts,Of accidental Judgments, cafual Slaughters,Of Deaths put on by Cunning, and fSrc'd Cauft,-And in this upfliot, Purpofes miftoo.,
Falinon th Inventors Heads : all this can I
1 ruJy deliver.

' Tor. Let us hafte to hear it,

And call the Nobles to the Audience:
for me, with Sorrow I embrace my Fortune,

«1
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^ 1 have fome Rights of memory in this Kingdom,
. Which now to xlaim my Intereft do invite me*
^ Hor. Of that 1 (hall have alfo caufe to fpeak,

^ And from his Mouth whofe Voice will draw no mor:
* But let this fame b% prefently performed,

* Even while Mens Minds are wild, left more mifchanc*
^ On Plots and Errors happen.

lor. ' Let four Captains

Bear Hamlet like a Soldier to the Stage ;

Eor he was likely, had he been put on,

T' have prov'd moft Royal : and for his PaflSge,

The Soldier's Mufick, and the Rites of War,
Speak loudly for him.

Take up the Bodies ; fuch a Sight as this

Becomes the Field, but here fhews much amift.

* Go bid the Soldiers (hoot. [Exinnt.

FINIS,
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THE Relapfe; or Vir-

tue in danger.

Spanifh Wives.

Unnatural Brother.

Plot and no Plot.

Younger Brother^ or Amo-
rous Jilt.

Old Batchelor.

Agnes de Caftro.

Rover, or Banillied Cava-

lier. Two Parts.

Rule a Wife and have a

Wife.

Country Wife.

Anatomift, or the Sham-

Dodor.
Cyrus the Great, or the Tra-

gedy of Love.

Don Quixot, in 3 Parts.

Pyrrhus King of Epirus.

Very good Wife.

She-Gallants.

Sullen Lovers.

Humourifts.

Mackbeth.

Timon of Athens.

Oedipus.

Ibrahim the 13th Emperor

of the Turks.

Love's a Jeft.

Plain Dealer.

Bmtus of Alba.

London Cuckolds.

Sir Courtly Nice.

Earl of Euex.

Squire of Alfatia.

Ail for Love.

Devil of a Wife.
Henry the Second, or the

Death of Rofamond.
vOroonoko.

Abdelazar.

Love for Mony.
Love's laft Shift, or the

Pool in Fafhion.

Young King, or the Mif-
take,

Round-Heads, or the Good
Old Caufe.

City Heirefs.

Conqueft of Granada.
City Politicks.

Venice prefervcd.

Rival Queens.

Villain.

Sir Anthoriy Love.
Theodofius.

Princefs of Cleves.

Anthony and Cleopatra.

Fond Husband.

Mithridates.

Caefar Borgia.

Woman Captain.

Rival Ladies.

Bury Fair.

Orphan.

Novelty.

Tempeft.

Carus Marius.

Chances.

Don Carlos.

Hamlet.

Philafter.

Sacrifice.
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